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ORIGINAL SONNETS 



ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS; 



ODES 

PARAPHRASED FROM HORACE. 




P R E F A C E, 



W^HATEVER other esccellence may be wanting in the enfuing' 
Poems, they are, with only nine exceptions out of the hundred, 
ftridly Sonnets. Thofe nine vary only from the rules of the 
legitimate Sonnet in that they rhime three, inftead oi four times 
in the frji part. The paufe is in thenij as in the reji, varioufly 
placed through the courfe of the verfes ; and thus they bear no 
more refemblance than their affociates, to thofe minute Elegies of 
twelve alternate rhimes, clofing with a couplet, which aflume the 
name of Sonnet, without any other refemblance to that order of 
Verfe, except their limitation to fourteen lines. I never found the 
quadruple rhimes injurious to the general expreffion of the fenfe, 
but in the excepted inftances. When it is confidered how few 
they are in fo large a number, I flatter myfelf the idea will vanifli 
that<mr language is not capable of doing juftice to the regular 
Sonnet. 

From the Supplement to the Gentleman *6 Magazine for 1786, 
I Ihall infert Mr. White's definition of the nature and perfedion 

A % 
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of this fpecies of Verfe, becaufe I think it explains them with 
juftnefs and precifion. 

•• Little Elegies, confifting of four ftanzas and a couplet, are 
** no more Sonnets than they are Epic Poems. The Sonnet is of 
** a particular and arbitrary conftrudtion ; it partakes of the na- 
** ture of Blank Verfe, by the lines running into each other at 
" proper intervals. Each line of the firft eight, rhimes four 
•* times, and the order in which thofe rhimes fhould fall is de- 
" cifive. For the cnfuing fix there is more licence; they may, 
•* or may not, at pleafure, clofe with a couplet. 

** Of Milton's Englifh Sonnets, only that to Oliver Cromwell 
** ends with a couplet, but the fingle inftance is a fufficient pre- 
** cedent; however, in three out of his five Italian ones, the 
" concluding lines rhime to each other. 

** The ftylc of the Sonnet fhould be nervous, and, where the 
** fubjedl will with propriety bear elevation, fublime; with 
*• which, fimplicity of language is by no means incompatible. 
^' If the fubjedt is familiar and domeflic, the ilyle fhould, 
*• though affcdlionate, be nervous; though plain, be energetic. 
•* The great models of pcrfedion, for the fublime and domeflic 
•' Sonnet, arc thofe of Milton's, * To the Soldier to fparc his 
•* Dwelling-place,* and * To Mr. Laurence/ 



( V ) 

** The Sonnet is certainly the moft difficult fpecies of poetic 
•• compofition j but difficulty, well fubdued, is excellence. 
** Mrs. Smith fays fhe has been told that the regular Sonnet 
** fuits not the nature or genius of our language. Surely this 
•* alTertion cannot be demonft rated, and therefore was not worth 
'* attention. 

•* Out of eighteen Englifh Sonnets, written by Milton, four 
** are bad. The reft, though they are not free from certain 
•* hardneffes, have a pathos and greatnefs in their fimplicity, 
** fufficient to endear the legitimate Sonnet to every Reader of juft 
•* tafte. They poflefs a chara^erijlic grace, which can never 
•* belong to three elegiac ftanzas, clofing with a couplet.** 

I have pleafure in quoting the preceding Differtation on the 
Sonnet, confcious that there is no order of Verfe, upon which 
fo much erroneous opinion has gone forth, and of whofe beauties 
the merely common Reader is fo infenfible. But when the Au- 
thor of this juft Treatife fays of the affertion, that the legitimate 
Sonnet fuits not our. language, •* its truth cannot be demon- 
*• ftrated,** he fliould perhaps rather have obferved, that its fal- 
lacy is proved by the great number of beautiful legitimate Sonnets, 
which adorn our National Poetry, not only by Milton, but by 
many of our modern Poets. 
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Of the four of Milton's, juftly difapproved by Mr. White, 
there is one evidently a burlcfque^ written in fport* It begins, 

" A book was writ of late, call'd Tetrachordon." 

Do6lor Johnfon has the difingenuoufnefs, in his Folio Dic- 
tionary, under the word Sonnet, to cite that Sonnet at full 
length, as a fpecimen of Milton *s ftylc in this kind of Poetry, 
Johnfon difliked Sonnets, and he equally difliked Blank Verfe, 
and Odes,. It is in vain to combat the prejudice of fplenetic 
averfion. The Sonnet is an highly valuable fpecies of Verfe; 
the beft vehicle for a fingle detached thought, an elevated, or a 
tender fentiment, and for a fuccindl defcription. The compofi- 
tions of that order now before the Reader, enfued from time to 
time, as various circumftances impreffed the heart, or the imagi- 
nation of their Author, and as the aweful, or lovely fcenes of 
Nature, arrefted, or allured her eye. 



TO MISS SEWARD, 

ON READING HER CENTENARY OF SONNETS. 

Dear are the forceful energies of Song, 

For they do fwell the fpring-tide of the heart 

With rofier currents, and impel along 

The life-blood freely : — O ! they can impart 

Raptures ne*er dreamt of by the fordid throng 
Who barter human feeling at the mart 
Of pampered fclfifhnefs, and thus do wrong 
Imperial Nature of her prime defert. — 

Seward ! thy ftrains, beyond the critic-praifc 
Which may to arduous Ikill its meed affign, 
Can the pure fympathies oi ffirit raife 

To bright Imagination's throne divine ; 

And proudly triumph, with a generous ftrife. 
O'er all the ** flat realities of life." 



High Street, Marybone, T. PARK. 

Feb. I, 1799- 



VERSES 

BY THE REV. H. F. CAREY, 

ON READING THE FOLLOWING PARAPHRASES. 

Hear, honored Flaccus, from the vocal fliades 
Where with gay Prior, and thy * Teian Peer 
Thou wanderefl: thro* the amaranthine glades. 
While focial joys the devious walk endear ! 

Or whether in the bright Elyfian bowers. 

Where the tall vine its lavifh mantle fpreads. 

Thou crown'ft the goblet with unfading flowers, 

Sooth'd by the murmuring ftream, that labors thro* the meads. 

Hear, happy Bard ! — to wake thy filcnt lyre 
Our Britilh Mufe, our charming Seward, deigns !— 
With more harmonious tones, more fportive fire 
Beneath her hand arife the potent ftrains. 

Then, as thou hear*ft the fweet Enthufiaft, own 

Thy fancy's various florets looked lefs gay 

When kifsM by bright Italians ardent fun, 

Thiiji now their hues expand in Albion's milder ray I 

* Anacrcon, 

H. F. CAREY* 



SONNETS. 
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SONNET I. 

W^HEN Lifers realities the Soul perceives 
Vain, dull, perchance corrofive, if flic glows 
With rifing energy, and open throws 
The golden gates of Genius, flic achieves 

His fairy clime delighted, and receives 

In thofe gay paths, decked with the thomlefs rofe, 
Bleft compenfation.— Lo f with altered brows 
Lours the falfe World, and the fine Spirit grieves i 

No more young Hope tints with her light and bloom 
The darkening Scene. — ^Then to ourfelves we fay. 
Come, bright Imagination, cornel relume 

Thy orient lamp; with recompenfing ray 

Shine on the Mind, and pierce its gathering gloom 
With all the fires of intelleOual Dayl 
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SONNET II. 

The Future, and its gifts, alone we prize. 

Few joys the Prefent brings, and thofe alloyed; 
Th* expedted fuhiefs leaves an aching void ; 
But Hope ftands by, and lifts her funny eyes' 

That gild the days to come. — She ftill relies 
The Phantom Happiness not thus (hall glide 
Always from life. — Alas !— ^yet ill betide 
Auftere Experience, when (he coldly tries 

In diflant rofes to difcern the thorn ! 
Ah J is it wife to anticipate our pain? 
Arriv^d^ it then is foon enough to mourn. 

Nor call the dear Confoler falfe and vain. 
When yet agaiin,' fliining through april-tears, 
Thofe fair enlightening eyes beam on advancing Years* 



« 

SONNET III. 

WRITTEN AT BUXTON IN A RAINY SEASON. 

'9 From thefe wild heights, where oft the mifts defcend 
In mns, that fliroud the fun, and chill the gale. 
Each transient, gleaming interv^ we hail. 
And rove the naked vallies., and extend 

Our gaze around, where yori vaft mountains blend 
With billowy clouds, that o*er their fummits fail; 
Pondering, how little Nature*s charms befriend . 
The barren fccne,. monotonous, and pale^ 

Yet folcmn when the darkening fhadows fleet 
Succeflivc o'er the wide and filent hills. 
Gilded by watry fun-beams, then we incct 

Peculiar ppmp of vifion. Fancy thrills. 
And own^ there is no fccne fo riide and bare. 
But Nature flieds or grace or graiideur there. 
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SONNET IV. 

TO 

HONORA SNEYD% 

WHOSE HEALTH WAS ALWAYS BEST IN WINTER. 

And now the youthful, gay, capricious Spring, 
Piercing her fhowery clouds with cryftal light. 
And with their hues refledcd ffareaking bright 
Her radiant bow, bids all her Warblers fing ; 

The Lark, fhrill caroling on foaring wing ; 

The lonely Thrufh, in brake, with blofToms white. 
That tunes his pipe fo loud; while, from the fight 
Coy bending their dropt heads, young Cowilips fling 

Rich perfume o*er the fields.— p-It is the prime 
Of Hours that Beauty robes : — ^yet all they gild. 
Cheer, and delight in this their fragrant time. 

For thy dear fake, to me lefs pleafure yield 

Than, veil'd in fleet, and rain, and hoary rime. 
Dim Winter's naked hedge and plafhy field. 

May 1770. 
* Afterwards Mrs. Edgeworth, 
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SONNET V. 

TO A 

FRIEND, 

WHO THINKS SENSIBIUTY A MISFORTUNE. 

Ah, thanklefs ! canft ihcWi envy him who gains 
The Stoic*s cold and indurate repofc ? 
Thou ! with thy lively fenfe of blifs and Woes (— ^ 
From a falfe balance of life's joys and pains 

Thou deem*ft him happy. — ^Plac*d 'ndd fftir domains^ 
Where full the riVer down the valley flows. 
As wifely might*ft thou wifh thy home had rofe 
On the parch'd furface of unwater*d plains. 

For that, when long the heavy rain dcfcerids, 

Burfts over guardian banks their whelming tide f«-^ 
Seldom the wild and wafteful Flood extends, 

But, fpreading plenty, sverdupe, beauty wide. 
The cool tranflucent Stream perpetual bends. 
And lailghs the Vale as the bright waters glide. 
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SONNET VI. 

WRITTEN At LiCHHELD, 
IV AH EASTERlf APARTIIIllfT OK THB BI8H0?*S PALACE, 
. WHICH COMMANDS A VXIW OF tTOW TALltT. 

In this chill morning of a wintry Spring 
I look into the gloomed and rainy vale ; 
The Allien clouds, the ftonhy winds aiTail, 
Lour on the fields, and with impetuous wing 

Difturb the lakie :~rbut Love and Memory cling 
To their known fcene, in this cold> influence pale j 
Yet prized, ias ivhen it blooni'd in Summer^s gale, 
Tinged by his letting' fun.»^-rTWhen Sorrows fling. 

Or flow Difeafe, thus, 'o*cr forne beauteous Form 
Their Ihadbwy languors. Form, devoutly dear 
As thine to me, Ho^ora, with more warm 

And anxious gaze the eyes of . Love fincem ^ ; 

. Bend on the charms, dim in their tintlefs fnow. 
Than wheh with health*s vcnriilion hues they glow. 
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SONNET VII. 

By Derwent's rapid ftream as oft I ftray*d, 
With Infancy's light ftep and glances wild, 
And faw vaft rocks, on fteepy mountains pil'd, 
Frown o*er th* umbrageous glen; or pleasM furvey*d 

The cloudy moonfhine in the fliadowy glade. 
Romantic Nature to th' enthufiaft Child 
Grew dearer far than when ferene (he fmird, 
In uncontrafted lovelinefs arrayed. 

But O ! in every Scene, with facred fway. 
Her graces fire me ; from the bloom that fpreads 
Refplendent in the lucid morn of May, 

To the green light the little Glow-worm fheds 
On mofly banks, when midnight glooms prevail, 
And fofteft Silence broods o'er all the dale. 
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SONNET VIIL 

TRANSLAT.ON. 

'^; Short is the tim« the oldeft Being live$. 
Nor has Longevity one hour to wafte ; 
Life's duties; aje prc^ortion'd to the hafte- - 
With which it fleets away ;-*-each day receives ' 

Its talk, that if ne«glefted, furely gives. 
The moxxovi dmhle tpiL-^Ye, who have pafs*d 
In idle fport the days that fled fo faft, 
Days, that nor Qrief xecaUs, nor Care retrieves^ 

At length he'.wiifeii and think, that oi the part 
Remaining in that vital period given, 

How fliort the datr, and at the proipedl flart. 

Ere to thq extremefl: verge yow fteps be driv'n I 
Nor let a moment; vuiimprov*d depart, 
But view it as the latejl trull of Heaven ! 
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SONNET IX. 

Seek not, my Lefbia; the feqviefterM $l^e, 
Or bear thou to its fhades a tranquil heart ; 
Since rankles moft mfolituie the fmirt 
Of itijur^d charms ittd talents, when they fail 

To meet their due regard j-^nor e*en prevail . • 
Where moft they wilh to pleafe :— -Yet^ fince thy p^ 
Is large in Life V chief bleffing^y whydefoft '.V; , 
Sullen the wofld ?— i-Alas t H<3W many wail. . ^ - v. V. 

Dire lofs of the befl comforts HeaveD can gfint t • ^ ' - 
While they the bitter tear irt fecist fkmi?, .} I 

Smote by the death of Friends!, Difeafe/ or Wam^ • 

Slight wrongs if thy fclf-valuin^ foul deplore^ 
Thou but reiembldd, in thy londy* haunt, 
Narciffuft pining on the watiy ftibrc.; 
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SONNET X. 

TO 

HONORA SNEYD. 

H o N o R A , fhou'd that cruel time arrive 

When 'gainft my truth thou (hould'ft my errors poize. 

Scorning remembrance of our vanifh'd joys ; 

When for the love- warm looks, in which I live^ 
But cold refpe<ft muft greet me» that ihall give 

No tender glance, no kind regretful fighs ; 

When thou fhalt pafs me with averted eyes. 

Feigning thou fee*ft me not, to fting, and grieve, 
And ficjken my fad heart, I couM not bear 

Such dire eclipfe of thy foiil-cheering rays; 

I cou'd not learn niy ftruggling heart to tear 
From thy lov'd form, that thro*, m^ memory ftraysj 

Nor in the pale horizon of Defpair 

Endure the wintry and the darkened days. 

Jpril 1773* 
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SONNET XI. 

How fwfeet to rove, from fummer fun-beams veilM, 
In gloomy dingles ; or to trace the tide 
Of wandering brooks, their pebbly beds that chide ; 
To feel the weft-wind cool refrefliment yield. 

That comes foft creeping o'er the flowery field. 
And fhadow'd waters ; in whofe bufliy fide 
The Mountain-Bees their fragrant treafurc hide 
Murmuring ; and fings tht lonely Thrufh concealed I 

Then, Ceremony, in thy gilded halls. 

Where forc'd and frivolous the themes arife. 
With bow and fmile unmeaning, O ! how palls 

At thee, and thine, my fenfe ! — how oft it fighs 
For leifure, wood-lanes, dells, and water-fidls ; 

. /And feels th' untemper'd heat of fultry ikies ! 
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SONNET XIL 

Chiird by unkind Honom's alter'd eye, 

** Why droops my heart with fruitlefs woes forlorn,** 

Thanklefs for much of good ? — what thoufauds, bom 

To ceafelefs toil beneath this wintry (ky. 
Or to brave deathful Oceans furging high. 

Or fell Difeafe*s fever'd rage to mourn. 

How bleft to them wou*d feem my dcftiny I. . . . 

How dear the comforts my rafh forrows fcorn I— 
AfFeiflion is repaid by caufelefs hate ! 

A plighted love is changed to cold difdain I . , 

Yet fuffer not thy \wongs to ihroud thy fate^ , . 
But turn, my Soul, to bleffings which remain; 

And let this truth the wife refolve create. 

The Heart estranged no anguish, can regain, 

JuJj 1773. 
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SONNET XIII. 

Thou child of Night, and Silence, balmy Sleep^ 

Shed thy foft poppies on my aching brow ! 

And charm to reft the thoughts of whence, or how 

VanifliM that priz'd Affection, wont to keep 
Each grief of mine from rankling into wbe. 

Then ftem Misfortune from her bended bow 

Loos'd the dire ftrings ;— and Care, and anxious Dread. 

From my chcerM heart, on fuUen pinion, fled. 
But noav^ the fpell diflblvM, th^ Enchantrefs gone, 

Ceafelefs thofc cruel Fiends infeft my day. 

And funny hours but light them to their prey. 
Then welcome Midnight fhades, when thy wilhM boont 

May in oblivious dews my eye-lids fteep, 

Thou Child op Night, andSilence, balmySleep! 

July 1773. 
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SONNET XIV. 

Ingratitude, how deadly is thy fmart 
Proceeding from the Form we fondly love ! 
How light, compared, all other forrows prove ! 
Thou (hed'ft a Night of Woe, from whence depart 

The gentle beams of Patience, that the heart 
*Mid lejfer ills, illume.— Ti&y ViAims rove 
Unquiet as the Ghoft that haunts the Grove 
Where Murder fpilt the life-blood. — O ! thy dart 

Kills more than Life,-— e*en all that makes Life dear; 
Till we ** the feniible of pain ** wouM change 
For Phrenzy, that defies the bitter tear; 

Or wifh, in kindred calloufnefs, to range 
Where moon-ey*d Idiocy, with fallen lip. 
Drags the loofe knee, and intennittiog ftep. 



July 1773. 
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SONNET XV. 

WRITTEN ON RISING GROUND NEAR UCHHELD. 

The evening fliines in May's luxuriant pride, 
And all the fuimy hills at dijftance glow. 
And all the brooks, that thro* the* vdley- flow. 
Seem liquid gold.— O ! had my fate denied 

Leifure, and power to tafle the fweets that glide 
Thro* waken'd minds, as the left feifcjfts go " : 
On their ftill varying progtefs, for the woe 
My heart has felt, what balm had been fupplied ? 

But where great Nature fmiles, as here (lie fmiles, 
•Mid verdant vales, and gently fwellii^ hills,* ' * 
And glafly lakes, and mazy, murmutiiig 'ritiSt 

And narrow wood- wild lanes, het fpell begiiileS 
Th* impatient fighs of Grief, and reconciles 
Poetic Minds to Life, with all l^r iils^ 



A% 1774. 
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SONNET XVI. 

TRANSLATED FROM BOILEAU. 

Apollo, at his crowded altars, tir'd 

Of Votaries, who for trite ideas thrown 
Into loofe verfe, alTume, in lofty: tone. 
The Poet's name, untaught, and uninfpir'd. 

Indignant ibruck tht Lyr is .—Straight it acquired 
New powers, and complicate. Then firft was knoif^a 
The rigorous Sonnet, to be fram'd alone 
By duteous Bards, or by juft Tafte admir'd. — 

Go, energetic So N^NETi go, he cried. 

And be the teft of (kill ! — For rhymes that flow ; • 
Regardless of thy rules, their deftin'd guide. 

Yet take thy name, ah ! let the bdafters know 
That with ftrid: fway my jealous laws prefide^ 
While I no wraths on re6e/ verfe bellow,. 
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SONNET XVII. 

Ah ! why have I indulged my dazzled fight 
With fcenes in Hope^s delufive mirror fliown ? 
Scenes, that too feldom human Life has known 
In kind accomplilhment ; — ^but O ! how bright 

The rays, that gilded them with varied light 
Alternate I oft fwift flafhing on the boon 
That might at Fame's immortal (hrine be won; 
Then fhining foft on tejxder Love*s delight. — 

Now, with ilern hand. Fate draws the fable veil 
Q'er the frail glafs I — Hope, as fhe turns away» 
The darke^'d cryftal drops.-^^ — Heavy and pale. 

Rain-pouring clouds quench all the darts of day i 
Low mourns the wind ^lo^g the gloomy daje, 
Andi^dJs the P<^th-besU ixjii th^ paufing gate. . 
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SONNET XVIII. 
AN EVENING IN NOVEMBER, 

WHICH HAD BEEN STORMY, GRADUALLY CLEARING UP, 
IN A MOUNTAINOUS COUNTRY- 

Ceased is the rain ; but heavy drops yet fall 

From the drenchM roof ;— yet murmurs the funk wind 
Round the dim hills ; can yet a paflage find 
Whiftling thro* yon cleft rock, ^id ruined wall. 

The fwoln and angry torrents heard, appal, 
Tho* diftant. — A few ftars, emerging kind. 
Shed thciir green, trembling beams. — ^With luftre fmall». 
TTie moon, her fwiftly-paffmg clouds behind. 

Glides Q*er that ihaded hill.— Now blafts remove 
The fhadowing clouds, and on the mountain's brow, 
Full-orb'd, flie fhines.-^Half funk within its cove 

Heaves the lone boat, with gulphing found ; — and lo ! 
Bright rolls the fettling lake, and brinuning rove 
The vale's blue rills, and glitter as they flow. 
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SONNET XIX. 



TO 



Farewell, falfe Friend !-^-our fcenes of kindnefs clofe I 
To cordial looks, to funny fmiles farewell I 
To fweet confolings, that can grief expel, 
And every joy foft fympathy beftows ! 

For altered looks, where truth no longer glows. 
Thou haft prepare my heart ; — and it wis well 
To bid thy pen th* unlookM for ftory tell> 
Falfehood avowed, that (hame, nor forrow knows •«- 

1 when we meet, — (to meet we 're deftinM, try 
To avoid it as thou may*ft) x>h either brow. 
Nor in the ftealing confcioufnefs of eye. 

Be feen the flighteft trace of what, or how 
We once were to each other ;^ — ^nor one figh 
Flatter with weak regret a broken vow ! 
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SONNET XX. 

ON READING A DESCRIPTTION OF POPE't GARDENS 
AT TWICKENHAM. 

Ah ! might I range each hallowed bower and glade 
Mufaeus culturM, msmy a raptured figh 
Wou*d that dear, local confcioufnefs fupply . 
Beneath his willow, in the grotto's (hade, 

Whofe roof his hand with ores and (hells inlaid. • 
How fweet to- watch, with reverential eye. 
Thro* the fparr*d arch, the ftreams he oft furvey*d. 
Thine, blue Tham^fis, gently wandering by I 

This is the Poet's triumph, and it towers 

O'er Life's pule ills, his confcioufnefs of powers 
That lift his mttnoiry from Oblivion's gloom/ 

jSecure a train of thefe heart-thrilling hours • 
By his idea deck'd in rapture's bloom. 
For Spirits rightly touch'd, thro' ages yet to come. 
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SONNET XXI. 

Proud of our lyric Galaxy, I hear 

Of faded Genius with fupreme difdain ; 

As when we fee the Mifer bend infane 

0*er his full coffers, and in accents drear 
Deplore imagined wantj— ^nd thus appear 

To me thofe moody Cenfors, who complain. 

As * Shafrfbury plained in a now boajied reign,. 

That *• Poesy had left our darkened fphere." 
Whence may the prefent ftupid dream be traced 

That now fhe fhines not as in days foregone? 

Perchance ncgleiSed, often fliine in wafte 
Her Lights, from number into confluence run,. 

More than when thinly in th' horizon placed 

Each Orb fhone feparate, and appeared a Sun. 

• Of the Poets^ who were cotemporary with Lord Shaftfbury, Dryden, Cowley^ 
Pope, Prior, Congreve, Gay, Addifon, &c, in the Period which this Age ftyles 
AyeusTAK, his Lordfhip fpeaks with Jovtreignjcorn. In his Chara&eriflics he, 
without making any exception^ labors to prove,, that the compofitions of Dryden are 
uniformly contemptible. See his advice to an Author in the fecond Volume of 
the Chara£teriftics, and alfo his mifcellaneous reflections in the third Volume ; 
" If," fays he to the authors, " your Poets are dill tq be Mr. Bayfesy and your 
*' profe writers Sir Rogers, without offering at a ^^//^/^manner, muft it follow 
** that the manner is good, and the wit genuine ?" 

Thus it is that the jealoufy People of literary fame often feel of each other^ pro- 
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SONNET XXII. 

SUBJECT CONTINUED. 

You, whofe dull fpirits feel not the fine glow 

Enthufiafm breathes, no more of light 

Perceive ye in rapt Poesy, tho* bright 

In Fancy's richeft colouring, thah can flow 
From jewel'd treafures in the central night 

Of their deep caves .-^ You have no Sun to fliow 

Their inborn radiance pure.— -Go, Snarlers, go ; 

Nor your defcdls of feeling, and of fight, 
To charge upon the Poet thus prefume. 

Ye lightlefs minds, whatever of title proud. 

Scholar, or Sage, or Critic, ye affume. 
Arraigning his high claims with oenfure loud. 

Or fickly fcorn ; yours ^ yours is all the cloud. 

Gems cannot fparkle in the midnight Gloom. 

duces the foolifli, and impolitic defire of decrying thfe gcwer^ prcienfions of the 
Age to Genius. Their narrow felfiftinefs leads thiem to betray the common caufc^ 
which it is their true intereft Xofupport. They perfuade the Credulous Many, with 
whom emy of fuperior talents incfeafes their willingnefs to defpife, that Imagina- 
tion is become enervated ; defigning, however^ to have it undcrftood, that in their 
individual inftance exift^ the fole exception, 

" For they wouM each bcftride the narrow world 

'' like a Coloffus." 
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SONNET XXIII. 

TO 

MISS E. S. 

Do I not tell thee furly Winter 's flown ^ 

That the brook's verge is green ; — and bid thee hear. 

In yon irriguous vale, the Blackbird clear. 

At mcafur*d intervals, with mellow tone. 
Choiring * the hours of prime ? and call thine car 

To the gay viol dinning in the dale. 

With tabor loud, and bag-pipe*s ruftic drone 

To merry Shearer's dance ;— or jeft retail 
From feftal board, from choral roofs the fong ; 

And fpeak of Mdque, or Pageant, to beguile 

The cauftic memory of a cruel wrong ? — 
Thy lips acknowledge this a generous wile. 

And bid me ftill the d&rt kind prolong ; 

But ah ! they wear a cold and joylefs finile. 

♦ " While Day arifeg, that fwcet hour of prime." Miltok's Par. 1/OSt. 
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SONNET XXIV, 

TRANSLATION. 

Behold the Day an image of the Year ! 

The Year an image of our life's fhort fpan f 
Mom, like the Spring, with growing light began^ 
Spring, like our Youths with joy, and beauty fair ^ 

Noon piduring Summer ;— Summer^s ardent fphere 
Manhood's gay portrait,— Eve, like Autumn, wan^ 
Autumn refembling faded age in Man i 
Night, with its filence, and its darknefs drear>, 

Emblem of Winter's frore and gloomy reign^' 
When torpid lie the vegetative Powers ; 
Winter, fo fhmnk, fo ccJd, reminds us plain 

Of the mute Grave, that o'er the dim Corfe lours t 
There Ihall the Weary reft, nor ought remain 
To the pale Slumberer of Life's checkered faours^ 
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SONNET XXV. 

♦PETRARCH TO VAUCLUSE. 

Fortunate Vale ! exulting Hill ! dear Plain ! 

W^here mom, and eve, my foul's fair Idol flxay*d. 
While all your Winds, that murmured thro* the glade. 
Stole her fwcet breath ; yet, yet your paths retain 

Prints of her ftep^ by fount, whofe floods remain 
In depth unfathom'd ; 'mid the rocks, that fliade^ 
V^^ith cavern *d arch, their fleep. — Yc Jftreams^ that playM 
Around her limbs in Summer's ardent reign. 

The foft refplendence of thofe azure eyes 

TingM ye with living light.-— The envied claim 
Thefe bleft diilindions give, my lyre, my %hs. 

My fongs record ; and, from their Poet*s flame. 
Bid this wild Yale, its Rocks, and Streams arifc, 
AfTociates flill of their bright Mistress* fame. 

• This Sonnet is not a Tranllation or Paraphrafe, but is written in the Cha- 
ca£ler of Petrarch^ and in imitation of his manner. 



E « 



( ^8 ) 



SONNET XXVI. 

O partial Memohy ! Years, that fled too faft. 

From thee in more than priftine beauty rife,- 

Forgotten all the tranfient tears and fighs 

Somewhat that dimmed their brightnefs !• Thou hail chas'd 
Each hovering mift from the foft Suns, that graced 

Our frefh, gay mom of Youth ; — the Heart's high prize^ . 

Friendfliip,— and all that charmed us in the eyes 

Of yet unutter'd Love. — So pleafures paft. 
That in thy cryftal prifm thus glow fublimc,. 

Beam on-the gloom'd and difappointed Mind 

When Youth and Health, in the chili'd grafp of Time,. 
Shudder and fade ;. — ^and cypKfs buds we find 

Ordain'd Life's blighted rofes te^fupply. 

While hui refleiied (hine the golden lights of Joy. 
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SONNET XXVII. 

Sec withered Winter, bending low his head ; 
His ragged lcx:ks ftifF with the hoary dew ; 
His eyes, like frozen lakes, of livid hue^ 
His train, a fable cloud, with murky red 

Streaked. — Ah I behold his nitrous breathings Ihed 
Petrific death ! — Lean, wailful Birds purfue. 
On as he fweeps o*er the dun lonely moor. 
Amid the battling blaft of all the Winds, 

That, while their fleet the climbing Sailor blinds, 
Lafli the white furges to the founding fliore. 
So com'ft thou. Winter, finally to doom 

The finking year ; and with thy ice-dropt fprays, 
Cyprefs and yew, engarland her pale tomb. 
Her vanilh'd hopes, and aye-departed days. 
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SON NET XXVUI.. 

O, Genius! does Uiy • S^n^rcfemUmg. Ub^ 
To the internal ^cs q£ M^ ^f^pl^y; 
In clearer profpcdt, the momentous way 
That leads to peace? Dq .they not .rather fecm 

Dazzled by luftres in continual ibream. 
Till night they find in fuch excejjive day ? 
Art thou not prppe, with too intenfe a ray. 
To gild the hope inipr<>bable, the dream 

Of fancied good ?— or bid the figh upbraid 
Imaginary evils, and involve 
All real forrow in a darker fliade ? 

To fond credulity, to rafli refolve 

Doft thou not prompt, till reafon's facred aid 
And fair difcretioa in thy fires diffolve ? 
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SONNET XXIX. 

SUBJECT CONTINVED. 

If Genius has its danger, grief and pain, 
That Gommon-Scnfeefcapes, yet who wouM change 
The Powers, thro* Nature, and thro^ Art that rarige^ 
To keep the bounded, tho^ more fafe domain 

Of moderate Intelledl, where all We gain 
Is cold apprbvancc ? where the fweet, thfe ftrange^- 
Soft, and fiibHrne, in vivid- interchange. 
Nor glad the fpirit, nor enrich the brain. 

Deftru<aive fliall we deem yon noon^dc blaze 

If tranfiently the eye, o^er.power*d, refign - " 

Diftinca perception ?-^ShalI we rather praife 

The Moon's wan ligtif ?^-^with owlifli choice incline 
That Common^-Senfe her lunar lamp fliouM raife * 
Than that thtfolar fires of Genius fliine ? 
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SONNET XXX. 

That fong again ! — its founds my bofom thrill. 
Breathe of paft years, to all their joys allied ; 
And, as the notes thro* my footh*d fpirits glide, 
Dear Recdiledion's choiceft fweets diftill. 

Soft as the Morn's calm dew on yonder hill. 
When flants the Sun upon its grafly fide, 
Tinging the brooks that many a mead divide 
With lines of gilded light ; and blue, and ftill, 

The diftant lake Hands gleaming in the vale. 

Sing, yet once more, that well-r«nember*d fhrain, 
Wliich oft made vocal every pafling gale 

In days long fled, in Pleafure's golden reign. 
The jouth of changed Ho nor a !-*now it wears 
Her air— her fmile— ^^//r of the vaniflx'd years I 
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SONNET XXXI. 

TO THE DEPARTING SPIRIT OF AN AUENATED FRIEND. 

O, EVER dear! thy precious, vital powers 
Sink rapidly I — the long and dreary Night 
Brings fcarce an hope that Mom*s returning light 
Shall dawn for thee ! — In fuch terrific hours, 

When yearning Fondnefs eagerly devours 
Each monient of protraded life, his flight 
The Rafhly-Chofen of thy heart has ta*en 
Where dances, fongs, and theatres invite. 

Expiring Sweetness ! with indignant pain 
I fee him in the fcenes where laughing glide 
Pleafure*s light Forms ; — ^fee his eyes gaily glow, 

Regardlefs of thy life's faft ebbing tide; 

I hear him, who fhouM droop in filent woe. 
Declaim on ACtors, and on Tafle decide ! 
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30NNET XXXII. 

Behold him now his genuine colourt wear. 
That fpeciouB Falfe-Onc, by whofe cruel wiks 
I loft thy atoity $ few thy dear finiles 
EclipsM i thofe finiles, that usM my heart to chcfer, 

Wak*d by thy grateful fenfe df many a year 

When rofe thy youth, by Fricndfhip*s pleafihg toils 

Cultured; — ^but bviNG !— O ! for tvcr fade 

The angry fires .-^Each thought, that might upbraid 

Thy broken faith, which yet my foul deplores. 
Now as eternally is paft and gone 
As are the intcrefting, the happy hotirs^. 

Days, years, we fliary together. They are floWn I 
Yet long muft 1 lament thy haplefs doom. 
Thy lavifh'd life and carly-haftttiM tomb. 
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SONNET XXXIII- 

Lafl night h^ Fotm the hours of flutnber UeTs'^ 
Whofe eyes iUumin'd $dl my youthful year^ ^—- • 
Spirit of dreams, at thy conunand appear^ 
Each airy Shapie, that vifiting our tefk, 

Difmays, perplex^s^ or delights the breail:* 
My penfive heart this kind indulgence cheers i 
Blifs, in no waking moment now po0e£5*d, 
Blifs, aik'd of thee with Memory^s thrilling leaff^ 

Nightly I cry, how oft, alas I in yaia. 

Give, by thy powers, that aiiy Shapes c«ttti;ouI, 
HoNOK A to iny vifions I — ah I ordain 

Her beauteQus lip xmy wear the fnuk that ibk» 
In years V>ng fled, the fting £com .every pain 1 
Show her fwcQt face, ah ihow it to my feuU 



June 1780; 
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SONNET XXXIV. 

When Death, or adverfe Fortune's ruthlcfs gale. 
Tears our beft hopes away, the wounded Heart 
Exhaufted, leans on all that can impart 
The charm of Sympathy ; her mutual wail 

How foothing ! never can her warm tears fail 
To balm our bleeding grief's fevereft fmart ; 
Nor wholly vain feigned Pity's folenm art, 
Tho' we fhould penetrate her fable veil. 

Concern, e'en known to be aJfunCd^ our pains 
Refpeding, kinder welccMne far acquires 
Than cold Negledt, or Mirth that Grief profanes* 

Thus each faint Glow-worm of the Night corifpires. 
Gleaming along the mofs'd and darken'd lanes. 
To cheer the Gloom with her unreal fires. 



JuM i78ot 
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SONNET XXXV. 
SPRING. 

'VJ In April's gilded morn when fouth winds blow. 
And gently fhake the hawthorn's filver crown^ 
Wafting its fcent the forefl*-glade adown. 
The dewy flielter of the bounding Doe, 

Then, ynder trees, foft tufts of primrofe fhow 

Their palely-yellowing flowers j — ^to.the moift Sun 
Blue harebells peep, while cowilips Hand unblown^ 
Plighted to riper May ; — and layi0i flow 

The Lark's loud carols in the wilds of air. 
O ! not to Nature's glad Enthufiaft cling 
Avarice, and pride. — Thro' her now blooming fpherc 

Charm'd as he roves, his thoughts enrs^tur^d fpring 

•To Him, who gives frail Man's appointed time 

Thefe cheering hours of promife, and of prime^ 

April it^h^ t7R2* 
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SONNET XXXVI. 

Now on hills, rocks, and ftreaxns, and vaks« imd pliifis« 
Full look§ the ihmng Day,— Our gtrdens wear 
The gorgeous robes of the confuBunate Y«r. 
With laugh, and (bout, and fong, flout Maids and Swains 

Heap high the fragrant hay, as thro* rough lanes 
Rings the yet «n»pty waggon.'^Sec in air 
The peiKknt ch&rries, red with bcmptmg ftauba. 
Gleam thro* thew bovgh^.-^umjnar, thy bright career 

Muft flacken foon ift. Aji*tumpi'iS milder fway ; 
Then thy now hieapt iinid jocund meads ihaD ftand 
Smppthi'^^-^vaawtf-^knt, — ^tlwro* th' exuking Land 

As wave thy Jlivsd's golden fields^ and gay 

Her Reapers tfcrong^ She finilcs, and binds the fhcaYcs ; 
Then bends her paiiting jftep io^er &11^ and lufiHng leasves. 

, r ■ Jamapb, 1782. 
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40NNET XXXVn. 

AUTDMM. 

Thro' changing Months a wdl-att6iA|ier*d Mind 
Welcomes theit gemU or terrific pace- 
When o'er retireating Aufutiui^s gol^M^gme^ 
Tempeftuous Winter fprea^s iti ovwy wind 

Naked afperity, our mufings find 

Grandeur increafing, as the Glooms effiu^e 
Variety and gloW*--Each fokftm tftuft 
Exalts the thoughts, from iedfiukl joyd iefin'd» 

Then blendad in our rapt ideas riie 

The vanilh'd chattns, that iummer^i'runs reveal^ 
With all of defdation, that now lies 

Dreary before us ; — teach the Soul to fed 
Awe in the Piiefent, pfeafute in the Paft, 
And to fte tetrtal Moms in Hope's perfpeftive caff. 

O^oitrijth, 1782. 
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SONNET XXXVIII. 

.WINTER. 

If he whofe bofom with no tranfport fwclls 
In vernal airs and hours commits the crime 
Of fullennefs to Nature, *gainft the Time, 
And its great Ruler, he alike rebels 

Who ferioufnefs and pious dread repels. 
And awelefs gazes on the faded Clime, 
Dim in the gloom, and pale in the hoar rime 
That o'er the bleak and dreary profpe<a fteals.— 

Spring claims our tender, grateful, gay delight ; 
Winter our fympathy and facred fear i 
And fure the Hearts that pay not Pity's rite 

O'er wide calamity ; that carelefe hear 

Creation's wail, negled:, amid her blight. 

The solemn lesson of the ruin'd Year* 

Dicmbirijl, 178a. 
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SONNET XXXIX. 

• WlNTEa EVENIN6. ^» 

When mourn the dark Winds o*er the lonely plain. 
And from pale noon finks, ere the fifth cold hour. 
The tranfient light, Imagination's power. 
With Knowledge, and with Science in her train^ 

Not unpropitious Hyems* icy reign . 

Perceives ; fince in the deep and filent lour 

High themes the rapt concentering Thoughts explore. 

Freed from external Pleafure's glittering chain. 

Then moft the underftandilig's culture pays 
Luxuriant harveft, nor fhall Folly bring 
Her aids obtrufive.— Then, with ardent gaze, 

The Ingenious to their rich rcfources fpring. 
While fullen Winter's dull imprifoning days 
Hang on the vacant mind with flagging wing. 

Dee. pb, 1782. 
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. SONNET XL. 
DECSMBER MORNINQ''. 

I love to rife ere gleams the tardy light, 
Winter's palp dawn j-^and as warm fires illume^ 
And cheerful tapers (hine around the room. 
Thro' tftiity windows bend my mufing fight 

Where, round the duflcy lawn, the manfions white. 
With Ihutters closed, peer faintly th^o' the gloom. 
That flk>w recedes ; while yon grey fpires aiTume, 
Rifing from their dark pile, an added height 

By indiftindnefs givcn.-^Then to decree 
The grateful thoughts to Gqd, ere they unfold 
To Friendfliip, or the Mufe, or fegk with glee 

Wifdom's rich page ! — ^O, hours ! more worth than.gdd. 
By whofe hleft ufe we lengthen Life, apd'free 
From drear; decays of Age, ouf live the Old I 

Dec. 19/A, 1782. 

* This Sonnet was written in an Apartment of the Weft Front of the Bifliop's 
Palace at Lichfield, inhabited by the Author from her thirteenth year. It looks 
upon the Cathedral-Area, a green L.awn encircled by Prebendal Houfes, which 
are white from being rough-caft. 
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SONNEt XLI. 
INVITATION TO A FRIEND. 

Since dark Dac^emb^ flirouds the tranliem day. 
And ftottny Winds iu^ howling in their ire. 
Why com 'ft net *ho'u> who always can^ inipire 
The foul of cheerfulnefs, and bfeft anray 

A fullen hour in /miles*?— O h^dfte to pay 
The <«xiisffl *tifit fuUen hoitffe reijui je !*^ 
Around the eilftlitig Wails, a gldWing fiw 
Shines ;— but it vaihly (hfe«6 Jft llii^ ddfty 

To blend thy fpirit^ W«rtft F^CMti<stlidm light.' - - 
Conie ^hen, ^t Scientt% ^^ at Fiieti<Uhip*6 ^I« ' 
Their vowM Difciple j-----comej fof tli6y4nvite i 

The focisd Pdwers without thefe languilh all* 
Ct>me, that I may n6t h^r ^e winds of Kight, 
Nor count the heavy eave-drops as they fall. 



Dec. 21/?, 1782. 
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SONNET XLII. 

Lo ! the Y E A R 's fin a l D ay ' F— Nature performs 
Its obfequiqs with darKnefs*,; Wind, and rain; ; 
But Man is jocqhd.! — Hark) ih* exultant ftrain ; • 
From towers and iteeplej jcjyp'wns the wintry ftorips I 

No village fpire but to the Cdts ^nd farms, ; , ; .: 
Right merrily, its ica«t and tunelefs peai 
Rings round I— Ah I. joy ungrateful !•:— mirth inlanel 
Wherefore the fefifelefs triumph^ ye^ who feel 

This annud portion of brief Life the while 
Depart for ever ?-~Brought it no dear hours 
Of health and night-reft ?-^no«i0 tb^t iaw the fmilc 

On lips belov'd ?-— O t with as gentle powers ' 
Will the next pafs ? — Ye paufe ! — ^yet carelefs hear 
Strike thefe laft Clocks^ that kndl th' expiring Yeaji ! 



/ 
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SONNET XLIIL 

TO MAY, IN THE YEAR 1783. 

f.< Mjr memory, long accuftom'd to receive 

In deep-engraven lines, each varying trait 
Paft Times and Seafons wore, can find no date 
Thro' many years, O 1 May, when thou hadft leave,. 

As now, of the great Sun, ferene to weave 
Thy fragrant chaplets ; in poetic ftate 
To call the jocund Hours on thee to wait. 
Bringing each day, at morn, at noon, at eve, 

His mild illuminations •—Nymph, no more 
Is thine to mourn beneath the fcanty ihade 
Of half-blown foliage, fhivering to deplore 

Thy garlands immature, thy rites unpaid ; 
Meads dropt with *gold again to thee belong,. 
Soft gales, luxuriant bowers, and wood-land fong^ 

• Kingcups. 
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SONNET XLIV. 

Rapt Contemplation, bring thy waking dreams 
To this umbrageous vale at noon*tide hour, 
While full of ib^ feems every bending flower, 
Whofe petals tremble o'er the fliadowM ftreams 1 

Give thou Homoha's image, when her beams. 

Youth, beauty, Idndnefs, (hone j— what time (he wore 
That fmile, of gentle, yet ic(iftlefs power 
To footh each ^painful Paflion's wild extremes. 

Here Ihall nonempty, vain Intruder chafe. 
With idle converfe, thy enchantment warm. 
That brings, in afl its intereft, all its grace. 

The dear, perfuafive, vifionary Form. 
Can real Life a rival blcfling boaft 
When thou fcafift thus reftore HoNORA-early loft? 
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SONNET XLV. 

* From PoflibUity^s dim chaos fprung. 

High o'er its gloom the. Aeroilatic Power 
Arofe.h— Exulting Nations^ hail'd the hour, 
Magnific boail of Science !— Loud they fung 

Her viiSlory: o'er the element, that hung, 
Preifing to earth the Beings, who now fbar 
Aerial heightis; — ^but Wifdom bids^ explore 
This vaunted fkillj-«-if, tides of air among, 

We know to fteer our bark.— Here Science finds 
Her buoyant hopes burft, like the bubble vain. 
Type of this art ; — ^guilty, if ftill Ihe blinds 

The fenfe of Fear; perfifts thy flame to fan. 
Sky-vaulting Pride, that to the awelefs winds 
Throws, for an idle Show, the Life of Man f 

* This Sonnet was written when the Balloon enthufiafm was at its height* 
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SONNET XLVI. 

Dark as the filent ftream beneath the night. 
Thy funeral glides to Life's eternal home, 
Child of its narrow houfe ! — how late the bloom. 
The facile fmile, the foft eye*s cryftal light. 

Each grace of Youth's gay morn, that charms our f/*% 
Play'd o'er that Form I— now funk in Death's cold ''''.^•- ;, 
Infenfate! ghaftly! — for the yawning tomb, 
Alas ! fit Inmate.-r-Thus we moum the blight 

Of Virgin-Beauty, and endowments rare 

In their glad hours of promife.-^ ! when Age 
Drops, like the o'er-blown, faded rofe, tho'dear 

Its long known worth, no ftormy forrows rage; 
But fwell when we behold, unfoil'd by time. 
Youth's broken Lily periftied in its prime. 
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SONNET XLVII. 

ON MR. SARGENTs DRAMATIC POEM. 

THE MINE*. 

With lyre Orphean, fee a Bard explwe, . . 
The central caverns of the mornlefs Night, 
Where never Mufe pei:form'd harmonioiis rite 
Till now !-r-and lo ! upon the i^arry floor, .jr 

Advance, to welcome him, each Sifter Power, 
Petra^ ftern Queen, Foffilia, cold and bright. 
And call their Gnomes, to marfhal in his fight 
The gelid' incruft; and th? veined ore, . 

And flaftiing gem. — Then, . while his fongs pourtray . 
The myftic virtues gold and gems acquire. 
With every chfirm that mineral fcenes difplay, 

Th* imperial Sifters pniife.tjie ^afring Lyre, . 
And grateful hail its new and powerful lay. 
That feats them high amid the Mufes' Choir. 

* Petra, and FoiElia, are Perfonlfications of the firft and lad divifion of the 
Foffil Kingdom. The Author of this beautiful Poem fuppoTes the Gnomes to be 
Spirits of the Mine, performing the behefis of Petra and Foffilia, as the Sylphs, 
Gnomes, Salamanders, &c. appear as Handnuuds of the Nymph of Botany in 
that exquifite fport of Imagination^ thb Botakic Garden. 
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SONNET XLVIII. 

Now yoxmg-ey*d Spring, on gentle breezes borne, 

*Mid the deep woodlands, hills, and vales, and bowers. 
Unfolds her leaves, her bloiTomS, and her flowers. 
Pouring their foft luxuriance on the mom* 

1 how unlike the withered, wan, forlorn. 
And limping Winter, that o'er niflet moors. 
Grey ridgy fields » tod ice^incrufted ihores. 
Strays !— «id commands his rifing Winds to- mourn. 

Protracted Life, thou art wd^M to wear 
Kform like his ; and, IhouM thy gifts be mine, 
I tremble left a kindred influence drear 

Steal on my mind ;— but pious Hc^ benign. 
The Soul^s bright day-fpring^, fliall avert the fear. 
And gild Exiftence in her dim decline. 
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SONNET XUX. 

ON THB USB OF NEW AND OLD WORDS IN POETRY- 

While with falfe pride^ and narrow jeaioufy» • 

Numbers i^e^ each new expreffioQi won^ 
Perchance, from language richer than our ^wn., 

O! with ghd welcome may the Poet ;fec 
Extenfion's gokten vantage ) the decree 

Each way exclufive, fcom, and fe-enthrone 

The obfplete, if ffarength, or grace of tone 

Or imagery await it, with a fkee. 
And liberal daring !-^or the Critic Tmn, 

Whofe eyes ievere our verbal floi^ review. 

Let the firm B%rd inquire that they a^lain 
Their caufe of cenfure; then in balance true 

Weigh it ; but ftnijfe at the objections vain 

Of fickly Spirits, hating y^r tbey do^ ! 

♦ The particle for Is ufed in the fame fenfe with becauft^ by Shakefpear^ and 
Beaumont and Fletcher. 

*^ But (he, and I, were Creatures innocent^ 
'^ Lov'd for we ^d.'' BxA. and Fl£« Two Noble Kinsmen. 

«* ——Nor muft you think 
<^ I will your ferious and great bufinefs fcant 
'* For (he is with me.*' Othello. 

" They're jealous^r they're jealous." Othello. 

H a 
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SONNET L. 

In every breaft Affedion fires, there dwells^ 
A fecret confcioufnefs to what degree 
They are themfelves belov'd.— We hourly fee 
Th* involuntary proof, that either quells. 

Or ought to quell falfe hopes, -^— or fets us free 
From pain'd diftruft ; — ^but, t), the mifery \ 
Weak Self-Delufion timidly repels 
The lights obtrufive — (brinks from all that tells 

Unwelcome truths, and vainly feeks repofe 
For ftartled Fondnefs, in the opiate balm. 
Of kind profeflion, tho*, perchance, it flows 

To hufh Complaint — O ! in Belief's clear calm. 
Or 'mid the lurid clouds of Doubt, we find 
Love rife the Sun, or Comet of the Mind*. 
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SONNET LI. 

TO 

SYLVIA 

ON HER APPROACHING NUPTIALS. 

Hope comes to Toutb^ gliding thro' azure fkies 

With amaranth cyown : — ^hcr full robe, fnowy whitCi 
Floats on the gale, and our exulting fight 
Marks it afar.— From waning Life ihe flies» 

Wrapt in a mift, covering her ftarry eyes 

With her fair hand. — But now, in floods of lights 
She meets thee, Sylvia, and with glances, bright 
As lucid ftreams, when Spring's, clear mornings rife. 

From Hymen's kindling torch, a yellow ray 

The fhining texture of her fpotlcfs veil: 

Gilds J — and the Month that gives the early day 

The fcent odorous *, and the carol bleft, 

: I : ; ■•■■J 51 - '■ 
Pride of the rifing Year, enamoured May, 

Faints its redundant folds with florets gay» 

* Odorous. Milton^ in the Par. Loft, gives the lengthened and harmonious 
accent to that word^ rather than the fhort^ and common one^ odorous : 

*' the bright confumxnate flower 

^^ Spirit odorous breathes*.''^ 
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Long has the pall of Midnight .quench'd the fcenc. 
And wrapt the hufh'd horizon.— All around. 
In fcatter'd huts. Labor, in fleep profound. 
Lies ftretcKM, aYidTdfy linnodmcp iibl:^ 

Slumbcarfi ;-r^ut creeps, • with |«te mtid Itertitig niferi. 
Benighted SdtEkSTtWdK^-^t'attcy-fbUtod, 
The late fdf-ftaughterM Man^ ift ^ftirih yet f reen ^ 
And feftering, burft from his incumbent 4»ouiid^ 

Roams !^— and the Slave of T^rtor thinks ke hears ^ 
A mutter'd groan ! — fees the funk^ye, .that glares 
A^ flioots the Meteor •*— But no more i^A-lwn 

rie ftrays ; — ^thc- Spedre finks irftO his tomb ( 
For ;^(W the jocund Herald of the Mom 
Claps his bold wings, and foirnds along the gkiom^. 

* 'Mt &ded at the crowing of the cock/* . Hamlet. 
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SONNET WJfc 

WRITTEN W TiCB ^JBLISQ 17&5 ON 1^ IS^^AJTB OP THE 

POET LAUREAT. 

The knell of Whitehead tolls 1 — ^his cares are paft,. 

The hapleli tribute ctf lus piMrcha$*d lays, , .. 

His fervilc, his JEgyptiai^ taiks of praife 1-*^ 

If not fublime his ftraio^^ Faroe jufUy placed 
Their power above their work.'^^Now, with wide gaze 
Of much indignant wonder, fiie furveya 

To the lifo-Iabouriing oar affiduouf ha^. 

A glowing Band^ by every Mufe embrac*d.-^ 
O, Wa&tojh I choien ftieft of Ph^us' choir I 

Shall thy rapt fong be venal f hymn the Throne,. 

Whether its edid$ jufl applaufe infpice, 
Or Patriot Virtue view tibem with a frown? 

What needs for this the golden-iltinged LyrCf 

The fnowy Tunic, and the Sun^bright:Zone*i 

• • Enfigns of Apollo's PrieAhood. 
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SONNET LIV. 
A PERSIAN KING TO HIS SON. 

FROM A PROSE TRANSLATION IN SIR WILUAM JONES' ESSAY 
ON THE POETRY OF THE EASTERN NATIONS. 

Guard thou, my Son, the Hclplcfs and the Poor, 
Nor in the chains of thine own indolence 
Slumber enervate, while the joys of fenft 
Engrofs thee; and tliou fay 'ft, ** I alk nd tnore."— 

Wife Men the Shepherd*s flumber wfll deplore 
When the rapacious Wolf has leapt the fence. 
And ranges thro* the fold. — ^My Son, difpenfe 
Thofe laws, that juftice to the Wronged reftore,-^ ' ' 

The Common-Weal fhouM be the firft purfuit 

Of the crown'd Warrior, for the royal br6wi ' ' 

The People fIrft cnwreath'd. — ^They are the Root, 

The King the Tree. Aloft he fpreads his boughs 
Glorious; -but l»m, irhpetuous Youth, at length. 
Trees from the Rc)ot alone derive their, ftrength* 
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SONNET LV. 

CM THfi OmCJL TRANSITION FROM WINTER TO SUMMER 
IN THB TEAR 1 785. 

Loud blew the North thro* April's pallid days. 
Nor grafs the field, nor leaves the grove obtaiqs, 
Nor cryftal fun-beams, nor the gilded rains. 
That blefs the hours of promife, gently raife 

Warmth in the blood, without that fiery blaze. 
Which makes it boil along the throbbing veins«p*-- 
Albion, difpleas'd, her own lov'd Spring furveys 
Faffing, with volant ftep, o'er ruflet plains > 

Sees her to Summer's fierce embraces fpeed. 
Pale, and unrobed.— Fait'hlefs I thou well may'il hide 
Clofe in his fiiltry breaft thy recreant head. 

That did'ft. neglecting thy diftinguifli'd Ifie, 
In Winter's- icy arms fo long abide. 
While Britain vainly languifh'd for thy fmile I 
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SONNET LVI- 
TO A TIMID YOUNG LADY, 

DISTRESSED BY THE ATTENTldNS OP iii AMIABLE, AND ACCEPTEU 

LOVER. 

What bafhful wildntefe in thofe cryftal eyes. 

Fair ZiUia I — ^Ah 1 mare dear to Lev it the gaae 

That dwells upon its objcd:, thftn the rays 

Of that vague glance^ quick, as ifi fummer flcies 

The lightning*s lambent flaih; when neither rife 
Thunder, nor ftorm.— I mark, while tranfp(»t plays 
Warm in thy Lover*& eye, what dread betrays 
Thy throbbing heart : — ^yet why from his foft fighs 

Fleet*ft thou fo fwift away ?— 4ike the young Hind*, 
That bending ilands the fountain's brim befide. 
When, with a foddcn guft, fh^ weftem Wind 

Ruflles among the boughs that ikade the tide r 
See, from the ftream, innoxious and baiign. 
Starting (he bounds, with terror vain as thine f 

.♦ cc Vitas hinauleo me fimilis Cbloe«" Horace. 
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SONNET LVII. 

WRITTEN THE NIGHT PRECEDING THE *JEnLJNERAL OP 
Mrs: OSARUS BtTCntllDGI. 

In the chill fil^pyce of the winter eve^ 
Thro* Lichfield's darkened ftreets I bend my way ^ 
By that fad manfion, where N&rika*& Clay ' 
Awaits the Morning Knbxl s-^and awed perceive. 

In the late bridsd chamber, the clear ray 
Of numerous lights i while p'er the ceiling, ilray 
Shadows of thofc who freqiueiu pafsr beneath 
Round the PAtB DEAJ>.«-^What founds my fen(es gxieve i 

For now the bufy ba^naaier's ftroke appals^ 
That, '' in dxicstd Hqte of preparv^ion/' falls. 
Clofing the fabk lidJ-r-rWith figh? | bear / > 

Thefe folemn wartiings f»m theHottfeof .Woe$> ^ 
Pondering how late, for young Nerina, there. 
Joyous, the Love-illumin'd Mom arofe. 

* In Lichfield Cathedral the funeral rites are performed early in the Monung. 
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SONNET LVIII. 

Not the flow Hearfc, where nod the labk plumes. 
The Parian Statue, bending o'er the Urn, 
The dark robe floating, the dejedion worn 
On the dropt eye, and lip no fmile illumes ; 

Not all this pomp of forrow, that prefumes 
It pays AflleiStion's debt, is due concern 
To the FOR EVER ABSENT, tho* it moum 
Fafliion's allotted time. If Time confumes. 

While Life is ours, the precious veflal-flame 

Memory fliou'd hourly feed; — if, thro* each day, 
She with whatever we fee, hear, think, or fay, 

Blend not the image of the vanifli'd Frame, 
Ol can the alien Heart expeA to prove. 
In worlds of light and life, a reunited love! 
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SONNET UX. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

I-ADY MARIANNE CARNEGIE, 

ptiGog her winters at Ethic Houfe on the Coafl of Scotland, with her Father, Lord NordieO^ 
who retired thither after the death of his excellent Countefs. 

Lady, each foft efRifion of thy mindy 

Flowing thro* thy free pen, fhows thee endued 

With tafle fo juft for all of wife, and good. 

As bids me hope thy fpirit does not find, 
Young as thcHiart, with folitude combined 

That wifh of change, that irkfome laflitude. 

Which often, thro' unvaried days, obtrude 

On Youth's rafh boibm, dangeroufly inclined 
To pant for more than peace.— Rich volumes yield 

Their foul-endowing wealfh. — Beyond e*en thefe 

Shall confcioufnefs of filial duty gild 
The gloomy hours, when Winter's turbid Seas 

Roar round the rocks ; when the dark Tempefl lours. 

And moum the Winds round Ethic's lonely towers. 
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SONNET LX * 

Why view*ft thou, Edwy, with difcfeiinful mien 

The little Naiad of the Downton Wave? 

High *mid the rocks, where her clear waters lave 

The circling, gloomy bafin. — In fuch fcene. 
Silent, fcquefter'd, few demand, I ween. 

That laft pcrfedion Phidian chifels gave. 

Dimly the foft and mufing Forni is^ fejen 

In the hufliM, Ihelly, fhadow-y, lone concare.— 
As flecps her pure, tho* darkling fountain there, 

I love to recoHeiSt her, ftrctch*d fupine 

Upon its mofly brink, with pcndenf hair. 
As dripping o*er the flood.-^Ah ! well combine 

Such gentle graces, modcft, penfive, fair. 

To aid the magic of her watry fhrine. 

* The above Sonnet was addrefled to a Fri^dj who had faftidioufly d^fpifed, 
becaufe he did not think it exquifite fculpture^ the Statue of a Water-Nymph in 
Mr. Knight^s lingular, and beautiful Cold Batb at YioNvikm. CaMci ncarXudlow. 
It rifes amidft a Rotunda^ formed by Bocks, and covered. with (hells, and foffils, 
in the higheft elevation of that mountainous and romantic Scene, 
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SONNET LXL 
TO MR. HENRY GARY*, 

ON READING HIS SONNETS WRITTEN AT SIXTEEN. 

Difciple of the bright Aonian M^id 
In thy lifers bloflbm, a refiftkfs fpell 
Amid the wild wood, and irriguous deU» 
O'er thymy hill, and thro* illumined glade. 

Led thee, for her thy votive Wreaths to braid, 
Where flaunts the mufk^rc^e, and the azure bdl 
Nods o*er loquacious brook, or filent wcllw— 
Thus wooM her infpirations, their npt aid 

Liberal fhe gave ; nor only thro* thy ftrain 
Breath'd their pure fpirit, while her charms beguiled 
The languid hours of Sorrow, and of Paiii^ 

But when Youth *s tide ran high, and tempting finil'd 
Circean Pleafure, refcuing did flie iland. 
Broke the Enchantrefs* cup and fnapt her wand« 

. • (Then of $utton CoMfidcI. . . 
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SONNET LXn. 

♦Dim grows the vital flame in his dear breafl 

From whom my life I drew ; — and thrice has Spring 
Bloom'd ; and fierce Winter thrice, on darkened wing, 
Howl'd o'er the gifcy, Wafte fields, fince he poffefs'd 

Or fbrength of frame, or intelled,— -Now bring 
Nor Mom, nor Eve^ his cheerful fteps, that prefs'd 
Thy pavement, Lichfield, in the fpirit blefs'd 
Of focial gladnefs. They have failed, and cling 

Feebly to the fixM chair, no more to rife 
Elaftic ! — ^Ah I n\y heart forebodes that foon 
The FULL OF DAYS Ihall fleep;— nor Spring's foft fighs. 

Nor Winter's blaft awaken him ! — Begun 
The twilight 1— Night is long 1— but o'er his eyes 
Lifc-wcaf y (lumbers weigh the pale lids down ! 

* When this Sonnet was written^ the Subjeft of it had languished three years 
beneath repeated paralytic ftrdces^ which had greatly enfeebled his limbs^ and 
impaired his underftanding. Contrary to all expedation he furvived three more 
years^ fubjeft^ through their prog^^ to the fiune frequent and dreadful attacks^ 
though in their intervab he was ferene and apparently free from pain or ficknefs. 
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SONNET LXIII. 
TO COLEBROOKE DALE. 

Thy Genius, Colebrooke, faithlefs to his charge. 
Amid thy woods and vales, thy rocks and ftreams, 
Form'd for the Train that haunt poetic dreams. 
Naiads, and Nymphs, — now hears the toiling Bar^. 

And the fwart Cyclops ever-clanging forge 

Din in thy dells ; — ^permits the dark-red gleams. 
From umber 'd fires on all thy hills, the beams. 
Solar and pure, to ftiroud with columns large 

Of black fulphureous fmoke, that fpread their veils 
Like funeral crape upon the fylvan robe 
Of thy romantic rocks, pollute thy gales. 

And ftain thy glafly floods ; — while o'er the globe 
To fpread thy ftores metallic, this rude yell 
Drowns the wild woodland fong, and breaks the Poet's fpell. 
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SONNET LXIV. 
TO MR. HENRY CARY, 

ON THE PUBLICATION OF HIS SONNET^ 

Prais'd he the Poet, who the Sonnet*s claim, 
Severeft of the orders that belong 
DiftiQdt and feparate to the Delphic Song, 
Shall venerate, nor its appropriate name 

Lawlefs affume. Peculiar is its frame. 

From him derived, who fhunn'd the City Throng, 
And warbled fweet thy rocks and ftreams among^ 
Lonely Valclufa ! — and that Heir of Fame, 

Our greater Milton^ hath, by many a lay 
Form'd on that arduous model, fully fhown 
That Englifh Verfe may happily difplay 

Thofe ftrift energic meafures, which alone 
Deferve the name of Sonnet, and convey 
A grandeur, grace and fpirit^ all their own* 
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SONNET LXV. 

TO THE SAME, 

Marcellus, fince the ardors of my flrain 

To thy young eydt and Jciadling fancy, gleam 
With fomewhat of the vivid hues,, that ftream 
From Poefy's bright orb, each envious ftain 

Shed by dull Critics, venal, vex*d and vain. 
Seems recompensed at full ; — rand fo wou^d fecm 
Did not maturer Sons of Phoebus deem 
My verfe Aonian. — Thou, in time, Ihalt gain. 

Like them, amid the lettered World, that fway 
Which makes encomium fame ;-^fo thou adorn. 
Extend, refine and dignify thy lay, 

And Indolence, and Syren Pleafure fcorn \ 
Then, at high noon, thy Gieniui fhalldifplay 
The fplendors promised in its fhining morn. 
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SONNET LXVL 

Nobly to fcorn thy gilded veil to wear,^ 
Soft Simulation ! — wifely to abftain 
From foftering Envy's afps j — ^to dafli the banc 
Far from our hearts, which Hate,^ with frown fevcre. 

Extends for thofe who wrong us ; — to revere 
With foul, or grateful, or refignM, the train 
Of mercies, and of trials, is to gaia 
A quiet Confcience, beft of bleffings here !— 

Calip Confcience is a land-encircled bay. 

On whofe fmooth furface Tcmpefls never blow^ 
Which (hall the reflex of our life diiplay 

Unffciin'd by crime, tho* gloomed with tranfient woe p 
While the bright hopes of Heaven's eternal day 
Upon the fair and filent waters glow« 
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SONNET LXVII. 
ON DOCTOR JOHNSONS UNJUST CRITICISMS 

IN HIS 
UVES OF THE POETS *. 

Cou*d aweful Johnfon want poetic ear, 

Fancy^ or judgment ?: — no I his fpkndid ftrain. 
In profe, or rhyme, confutes that plea. — The pain 
Which writhM o'er Garrick's fortunes, (hows us clear* 

Whence all his fpleen to Genius. — 111 to bear 
A Friend's renown, that to his awn muft reign^ 
Compar!d, a Meteor's evanefcent train, 
To Jupiter's fix'd orb, proves that each fneer,. 

Subtle and fatal to poetic Senfe, 

Did from infidious Envy meanly flow. 
Illumed with dazzling hues of eloquence, 

And Sophift-Wit, that labor to o'er-throw 
Th' awards of Ages, and new laws difpenfe 
That lift the mean^ and lay the mighty low, 

• When Johnfon's Idolaters are hard preffed concerning his injuftice In thofe 
faUacioui though able pages ; — when they are reminded that he there tells us the 
penifal of Milton's Paradife Loft is a tajk, and never a fUafun\ — reminded alfo 
of his avowed contempt of that exquiiite Poem, the Lycidas ;— of his declara- 
tior^ that Dryden's abfurd Ode on the death of Mrs. Anne Killegrew, written in 
Cowley's w^rji manner, is the nohleft Ode in this Language ;^-of his difdain of 
Grat as a Ijric Poet 3 of the fuperior refpeft he pays to Talden^ Blackmre, and 
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SONNET LXVm. 
ON THE POSTHUMOUS FAME OF DOCTOR JOHNSON. 

Well it becomes thee, Britain, to avow 

Johnson's high claims ! — yet boafting that his fires 

Were of unclouded luftre, Truth retires 

Blufhing, and Justice knits her folemn brow ; 
The efyes of Gratitude withdraw the glow 

His moral ftrain infpir'd. — Their zeal requires 

That thou fhould*fl better guard the facred Lyres, 

Sources of thy bright fame, than to beftow 
Perfedlion's wreath on him, whofe ruthlefs hand^ 

Goaded by jealous rage, the laurels tore. 

That Justice, Truth, and Gratitude demand 
Should deck thofe Lyres till Time lliall be no more,— 

A radiant courfe did Johnfon's Glory run, 

But large the fpots that darkened on its Sun, 

Pomfretj — ^Whcn thefe things are urged, his Adorers feek to acquit him oi wilful 
mifreprefentation by alledging that he wanted ear for lyric numbers, and taftc 
for the higher graces of Poetry : — but it is impoffiblc fo to believe, when we 
recollcA that even his profe abounds with poetic efflorefcence, metaphoric con- 
ception, and harmonious cadence, which in the higheft degree adorn it, without 
dinilnifliing its ftrength. We muft look for the fource of his injuHice in the 
envy of his temper. When Garrick was named a Candidate for admiffion into 
the Literary Club, Dr. Johnfon told Mr.Thralc he would black-ball him. "Z^^^, 
^*^ Sir ? Mr. Garrick ! Companion of your Youth ! your acknowledged Friend !" 
" Why, Sir, I lov^ my little David better than any, or all of his Flatterers love 
^^ him ; but furcly we ought to fit in a Society like ours, ^ unclbow'd by a Game- 
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SONNET LXIX. 
TO A YOUNG LADY> 

PURPOSING TO MARRY A MAN OF IMMORAL CHARACTER IN THI HOPE 
OF HIS REFORMATION. 

Time, and thy charms, thou fancieft will redeem 
Yon awelefs Libertine from rooted vice, 
Mifleading thought I has he not paid the price. 
His tafte for virtue ? — Ah, the fenfual flream 

Has flowed too long. — What charms can fo entice. 
What frequent guilt fo pall, as not to fhame 
The rafli belief, prefumptuous and unwife. 
That crimes habitual will forfake the Frame ?— 

* Thus, on the river's bank, in fabled lore. 
The Ruftic ftands ; fees the ftream fwiftly go. 
And thinks he foon fhall find the gulph below 

A channel dry, which he may fafe pafs o'er. — 

Vain hope ! — ^it flows — and flows — and yet will flow. 
Volume decreafelefs , to the f i n a l hour. 






fter. Pimp, or Player." See Supplement to Dr. Johnfon's Letters, publiflied 
by Mrs. Piozzi. The blended hypocrify and malice of this fally (how the man, 
Johnfon knew, at times, how to coax without fincerity as well as to abufe without 

juftice. His feeming fondnefs for Mrs. C of Lichfield, on his vifits to that 

City, and the contempt with which he fpoke of her to her To\\Tirpeople, was 
another inftance of the fame nature. 

* ^^ Rufticus exfpeftat dum defluit amnis : at ille 
*^ Labitur, et labetur in omne volubilis aevum," Horace. 
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SONNET LXX. 
TO A YOUNG LADY IN AFFLICTION, 

WHO FANCIED SHE SHOULD NEVER MORE BE HAPPY. 

Yes, thou flialt fmile again ! — Time always heals 
In youth, the wounds of Sorrow. — O ! furvey 
Yon now fubfided Deep, thro* Night a prey 
To warring Winds, and to their furious peds 

Surging tumultuous ! — ^yet, as in difmay, 

The fettling Billows tremble. — Morning fteals 
Grey on the rocks ; — and foon, to pour the day 
From the ftreak*d eaft, the radiant Orb unveils 

In all his pride of light.— Thus (hall the glow 
Of beauty, health, and hope, by foft degrees 
Spread o'er thy breaft ; difperfe thefe ftorms of woe ; 

Wake, with fweet pleafure's fenfe, the wifli to pleafe. 
Till from thofe eyes the wonted luftres flow, 
Bright as the Sun on calm'd and cryftal Seas. 
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SONNET LXXL 

TO THE POPPY. 

^' While Summer Rofes all their glory yield 

To crown the Votary of Love and Joy, 
Misfortune's Vidlim hails, with many a (igh, 
Thee, fcarlet Poppy of the pathlefs field. 

Gaudy, yet wild and lone ; no leaf to fhidd 
Thy flaccid veft, that, as the gale blows high. 
Flaps, and alternate folds around thy head.— <• 
So ftands in the long graft a love-craz*d Maid, 

Smiling aghaft ; while ilream to every wind 

Her gairifh ribbons, fmear*d with duft and rain j 
But brain-fick vifions cheat her tortured mind. 

And bring falfe peace. Thus, lulling grief and pain. 
Kind dreams oblivious from thy juice proceed. 
Thou flimsy, shewy, melancholy weed. 
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SONNET LXXII. 

WRITTEN IN THE RAINY SUMMER OP I789. 

Ah, haplefs June ! circles yon lunar Sphere 
Yet the dim Halo ? whofe cdd powers ordain 
Long o'er thefe vales ftiou*d fweep, in mifty train» 
The pale continuous Ihowers, that fully ing fmear 

Thy radiant lilies, towering on the plain ; 

Bend low, with rivd^d leaves of cankered ftain. 
Thy drench'd and heavy rofe.— Yet pledged and dear 
Fair Hope ftill holds the promifc of the Yeax^ 

Sufpends her anchor on the filver horn 

Of the next wexing Orb, tho\ June, thy Day, 
Robb'd of its golden eve, and rofy mom^ 

And gloomy as the Winter^s rigid fway. 

Leads funlefs, lingering, difappointing Hours 
Thro* the fong-iiknt glades and dropping bowers^ 
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SONNET LXXIIL 

TRANSLATIOX. 

He who a tender long-lov'd Wife furvives. 
Sees himfelf funder'd from the only mind 
Whofe hopes, and fears, and interefts, were combined. 
And blended with his own. — No more fhe lives ! 

No more, alas ! her death-numb'd ear receives 

His thoughts, that trace the Paft, or anxious wind 
The Future's darkling maze ! — His wifli refin'd. 
The wifh to pleafe, exifts no more, that gives 

The will its energy, the nerves their tone !— 
He feels the texture of his quiet torn. 
And ftc^t the fettled courfe that Adlion drew; 

Life Hands fufpended— motionlefs — ^till thrown 
By outward caufes, into channels new ; — 
But, in the dread fufpenfe, how finks the Soul forlorn I 
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SONNET LXXIV, 

♦ In fultry noon when youthful Milton lay, 

Supinely ftretch*d beneath the poplar (hade;. 

Lur'd by his Form, a fair Italian Maid 

Steals from her loitering chariot, .to furvey 
The flumbering charms, that all her foul betray^ 

Then, as coy fears th* admiring gaze upbraid. 

Starts ; — and thefe lines, with hurried pen pourtray *dv. 

Slides in his half-clo6*d hand ; — ^and fpeeds away. — 
** Ye eyes, ye human ftars ! — if, thus concealU 

** By Sleep's foft veil, ye agitate my heart, 

** Ah ! what had been its conflift if reveal'd- 
** Your rays had (lione !" — Bright Nymph, thy ftrains impart 

Hopes, that impel the graceful Bard to rove, 

Seeking thro* Tufcan Vales his vifionary Love.- 



* This romantic circumftance of our great Poet's juvenility was inferted, as a 
well known faft, in one of the General Evening Pods in the Spring 1789, and it 
was there fuppofed to have formed the firft impulfe of his Italian journey. 
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SONNET LXXV^ 

SUBJECT CONTINUED. 

He found her not; — ^yet much the Poet founds 
To fwell Imagination's golden llore, 
On Amo's bank, and on that bloomy Ihore, 
Warbling Parthenopc ; in the wide bound. 

Where Rome's forlorn Campania ftrctches round 
Her ruin'd towers and temples ;— claflic lore 
Breathing fublimer fpirit from the powec 
Of local confcioufnefs. — Thrice happy wound. 

Given by his fleeping graces, as the Fair 
** Hung over them enamoured/* the defire 
Thy fond refult infpir'd,. that wing'd him there. 

Where breath'd each Roman and each Tufcan Lyre,, 
Might haply fan the emulative flame. 
That rofe o'er Dante's fong, and rival'd Maro's fame. 
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SONNET XXXVI. 

THE CRITICS OF DOCTOR JOHNSON'S SCHOOL*. 

Lo ! modern Critics emuloufly dare 

Ape the great Defpot ; throw in pompous tone 
And maffy words their true na meanrng ddwnf 
But while their envious eyes on Genius g^are. 

While axioms falfe affiduoufly they fquare 
In arrogant antithefis, a frown 
Lours on the brow of Jufticc, to difown 
The kindred malice with its mimic air. 

Spirit of Common Senfe-f ! muft we endure 
The incruftation hard without the gem P 
Find in th^Anana*s rind the wildir>g four. 

The Oak*s rough knots on every OJier^s ftem ? 
The dark contortions of the Sybil bear, 
Whofc infpirations never meet our ear ? 



* In jargon, like the following, copied from a Review, are the works of 
Genius perpetually criticized in our public Prints : ^^ Paflion has not fufficient 
'^ coolnefs to paufe for metaphor, nor has metaphor ardor enough to keep pace 
^^•with paflion." — Nothing can be lefs true, Metaphoric ftrength of exprefllion 
will burft even from vulgar and illiterate minds when they are agitated. It is a 
natural eflbrt of roufed fenfibility in every gradation, from unlettered fimplicity to 

the 

t This idea is from a fpeech of Mr, Burke's, recorded by Bofwcll, 
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SONNET LXXVII. 



O ! haft thou feen a vernal Morning bright 
Gem every bank and trembling leaf with dews. 
Tinging the green fields with her amber hues. 
Changing the leaden ftreams to lines of light ? 

Then feen dull Clouds, that fhed untimely night. 
Roll envious on, and every ray fuflufe. 
Till the chilled Scenes their early beauty lofe. 
And faint, and colourlefs, no more invite 

The gliftening gaze of Joy ? — *Twas emblem juft 
Of my youth's fun, on which deep fhadows fell. 
Spread from the pall of Friends; and Grief's loud guft 

Refiftlefs, oft wou'd wafted tears compel : 
Yet let me hope, that on my darkened days 
Science, and pious Truft, may fhed pervading rays. 



the higheft refinement. Paffiqa has no oocafion to p^ufi for metapbcM^, they nj^ 
upon the mind which it has heated. Similies, it is true, are not natural to ftrong 
emotion. Thej are the refult of fpirits that are calm^ and at leifure to compare. 
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BONNET LXXVIII. 

^ Sophia tempts me to her focial walls. 
That *mid the vaft Metropolis arife. 
Where Splendor dazzles, and each Pleafure vies 
In foft allurement ; and each Science calls 

To philofophic Domes, harmonious Halls, 
And *ftoried Galleries. With duteous fighs, 
Filial and kind, and with averted eyes, 
I meet the gay temptation, as it falls 

From a feducing pen. — Here — here I ftay, 
Fix*d by Afic<5tion*s power; nor entertain 
One latent wifh, that might perfuade to ftray 

From my ag'd Nurfeling, in his life's dim wane ; 
But, like the needle, by the magnetos fway. 
My conftant, trembling refidence maintain. 

• ^^ And ftoried windows richly dight.'*— Il Pbnsbroso; 
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SONNET LXXIX. 

;. While unfufpedling truft in all that wears 

Virtue's bright femblance^ llimulates my heart 
.To find its deareft pleafures in the part 
Taken in other's joys ; yielding to theirs 

Its own defires, each latent wifli that bears 
The felfifh flamp, O 1 let me fhun the art 
Taught by fmooth Flattery in her courtly mart. 
Where Simulation's ftudied fmile enfnares ! 

Scorn that exterior vamifh for the Mind, 
Which, while it polifhes the manners^ veils 
In fhowy clouds theyZ^i//.— E'en thus we find 

Glafs, o'er whofe furface clear the pencil ileals. 
Grown lefs tranfparent, tho' with colours gay. 
Sheds but the darken'd and an^iguous ray. 



M 
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SONNET LXXX. 

As lightens the brown Hill to vivid green 
When juvenefcent April's (howery Sun 
Looks on its fide, with golden glance, at Noon ^ 
So on the gloom of Life's now faded fcene 

Shines the dear image of thofe days ferene. 
From Memory's confecrated treafures won ; 
The days that rofe, ere youth, and years were flown ^ 
Soft as the mom of May ; — ^and well I ween 

If they had clouds, in Time's alembic clear 
They vanifti'd all, and their gay vifion glows 
In brightnefs unobfcur'd ; and now they wear 

A more than priftine funninefs, which throws 
Thofe mild refledled lights that foften care, 
Lofs of lov'd Friends, and all the train of Woes.. 
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SONNET LXXXI- 
ON A LOCK OF MISS SARAH SEWARD'S IIAIR 

WHO DIED IN HER TWENTIETH YEAR. 

My Angel Sifter, thoVthy lovely form 

Perifh*d in Youth's gay morning, yet is mine 
This precious Ringlet ! — ftill.the foft hairs fhine^ 
Still glow the nut-brown tints, all bright and warm 

With funny gleam ! — ^Alas ! each kindred charm 
Vanifti'd long fince ; deep in the filent Ihrinp 
Withered to fhapelefs Duft ! — and of their grace 
Memory alone retains the faithful trace*— 

Dear Lock, had thy fweet Owner livM, ere now 
Time on her brow had faded thee ! — My care 
Screened from the fun and dew thy golden glow ; 

And thus her early beauty doft thou wear. 

Thou alloi that fair Frame my love cou*d fave 
From the refifUefs ravage of the Grave ! 
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SONNET LXXXII. 

From a riv*d Tree, that ftands belide the grave 
Of the Self-flaughterM, to the mifty Moon 
Calls the complaining Owl in Night's pale noon x 
And from a hut, far on the hill, to rave 

Is heard the angry Ban-Dog. With loud wave 
The rous*d and turbid River furges down, 
Swoln with the mountain^rains, and dimly fhown 
Appals the Senfe.— Yet fee I from yonder cave. 

Her fhelter in the recent, ftormy Ihowers, 
With anxious brow, a fond-expcfting Maid 
Steals towards the flood !— Alas f— for now appears^ 

Her Lover's vacant boat !— the broken oars 
Roll down the tide !— What images invade! 
Aghaft fhe ftands, the Statue of her fears f 
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SONNET LXXXIII. 

ON CATANIA AND SYRACUSE 

SWALLOWED UP BY EARTHQUAKE. 

FROM THE ITALIAN OP FILACAJA. 

Here, from laborious Art, proud Towns, ye rofel 
Here, in an inftant, funk I— nor ought remains 
Of all ye were I— on the wide, lonely plains 
Not e'en a ilone, that might thefe words difcloie, 

•' Here flood Catania I'^-i—or whofc furface flbows 
That this was Syracuse :-^— hut louring reigns 
A tracklefs D£soLATioN.f~Dim Domains ! 
Pale, mournful Strand ! how oft, with anxious throes^ 

Seek I fad relics, which no fpot fupplics !*r- 
A Silence— a fix*d Horror fears my Ibul, 
Arrefts my foot f-^Dsead Doom of human dimes,. 

What art thou ? — Ye overwhelmed Cities, rife ! 
That your terrific fkeletons may fcowl 
Portentous warning to fucceeding Times I 
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SONNET LXXXIV. 

TWhile one fere leaf, that parting Autumn gilds, 
Trembles upon the thin, and naked fpray, 
November, dragging on his funlefs day. 
Lours, cold and fullen, on the watry fields; 

.And Nature to the wafte dominion yields, 

Stript her laft robes, /with gold and purple gay,— 

So droops my life, of your foft beams defpoird. 

Youth, Health, and Hope, that long exulting fmird; "* 

And the wild carols, and the bloomy hues 
Of merry Spring-time, fpruce on every plain 
Her half-blown bufhes, moift with funny rain. 

More penfive thoughts in my funk heart infufe 
Than Winter's grey, and dcfolatc domain. 
Faded, like my loft Youth, that no bright Spring reaeu's. 
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SONNET LXXXV. 

' TO MARCH. 

March, tho* the Hours of promife with bright ray 
May gild thy noons, yet, on wild pinion borne. 
Loud Winds more often rudely wake thy mom. 
And harfhly hymn thy early-clofing day. 

Still the chiird Earth wears, with her trefles fhorn, 
Her bleak, grey garb : — yet not for this we mourn, . 
Nor, as in Winter's more enduring fway, 
With feftal viands, and Affociates gay. 

Arm 'gainft the Skies; — nor Jhun the piercing gale; 
But, with blue cheeks, and with diforder*d hair. 
Meet its rough breath ; — ^and peep for primrofe pale. 

Or lurking violet, under hedges bare ; 

Andj thro* long evenings, from our Lares * claim 
The thrift of ftinted grate, and fullen flame* 

* Lares, Hearth-^Gods.^ 
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SONNET LXXXVI. 

TO THE LAItE OJ* IttLLARNEY^ 

Pride of feme's Sca-encircfcd bound. 

Rival of all Britannia's Naiads boaft. 

Magnificent KiHarney !— from thy coaft 

Tho' mountains rife with nobleft woods emb^Gwn^d j 
Tho* ten-voiced Echos fend the cannon's found 

In thunders burfting the vaft rocks around. 

Till ftartled Wonder and Delight exhauft 

In countlefs repercuffion- — Ifles emboft 
Upon thy liquid glafs ; their bloomy veil 

Sorbus and arbutus ; — ^yet not for thee 

So keenly wakes our local ecftacy. 
As o'er the narrow, barren, filent Dale» 

Where deeply fleeps, rude carding Rocks among. 

The Love-devoted Fouiit enanaour'd Petraxgh fung* 



* This Sonnet was written on having read a defcription of the Killamey Scenery 
immediately after that of the Vale of Vauclufe, uncultivated and comparatively 
^efert as the latter has been through more than the prefent Century* 
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SONNET LXXXVIL 

TO A YOUNG LADY, 

ADDRESSED BY A GENTLEMAN CELEBRATED FOR HIS POETIC TALENTS, 

Round Cleon*s brow the Delphic laurels twine. 
And lo ! the laurel decks Amanda's breafl ! 
Charmed fhall he mark its glofly branches fhinc 
On that contrafling fnow ; fhall fee exprefs*d 

Love's better omens, in the green hues drefs'd 
Of this feleded foliage.— Nymph, 'tis thine 
The warning flory on its leaves to find. 
Proud Daphne's fate, imprifon'd in its rind. 

And with its umbrage veil'd, great Phoebus' power 
Scorning, and bent, with feet of wind, to foil 
His fwift purfuit, till on Theflalian fhor€ 

Shot into boughs, and rooted to the foil. — 
Thus warn'd, fair Maid, Apollo's, ire to ftiun. 
Soon may his Spray's and Votary'^ lot be one. 




N 



i 90) 



SONNET LXXXVm. 

The three following Sonnets are written in the chara6ter of Werter; the fentiments and 
images chiefly, but not mtirely taken from one of his lctte.rs. 

THE PROSPECT A FLOODED VALE. 

Up this bleak Hill, in wintry Night^s dpead hour. 
With mind congenial to the fceiie, I come h 
To fee my Valley in the lunar gloonj, 
To fee it whelmed. — Amid the cloudy lour 

Gleams the cold Moon ;— and fhows the ruthlefs power 
Of yon fwoln Floods, that white with turbid foam 
Roll o'er the fields ;— and, billowy as they roam, 
Againft the buflies beat ! — A Vale no more, 

A troubled Sea, tofs'd by the furious Wind !— 
Alas ! the wild and angry Waves efface 
Pathway, and hedge, and bank, and ftile l-r—I find 

But one wide wafte of waters ! — In controul 
Thus dire, to tides of Mifery and Difgrace 
Love opes the flood-gates of my ftruggling Soul. 
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SONNET LXXXIX. 

SUBJECT CONTINUED. • 

Yon late but gleaming Moon, in hoary light 

Shines out unveilM, and on the cloud's dark fleece 

Refts ;— but her ftrengthen'd beams appear to itxctc^it 

The wild diforder of this troubled Night. 
Redoubling Echos fcem yet more to excite 

The roaring Winds and Waters !— -Ah I why ceifc 

Refolves, that promised everlafting peace. 

And drew my fleps to this incumbent height ? 
I wilh ! — I Ihudder ! — ^ftretch my longing arms 

O'er the ftecp cliff! — My fwelling fpirits brave 

The leap, that quiets all thefe dire alarms. 
And floats me toffing on the ftormy wave ! 

But Oh ! what roots my feet ? — ^what fpells, what charms 

The daring purpofc of my Soul enflave ? 
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SONNET XC. 

SUBJECT CONTINUED. 

My hour is not yet come !— thefe burning eyes 

Have not yet looked their ^y? 7— elfe, ^mid the roar 
Of this wild Storm, what gloomy joy to pour 
My freed, exhaling Soul ! — fublime to rife. 
Rend the conflidling clouds, inflame the Ikies, 
And lafti the torrents !— Bending ta explore 
Our evening feat, my draining eye once more 
Roves the wide watry Wafte ; — but nought defcries 
Save the pale Flood, overwhelming as it ftrays. 
Yet Oh 1 left my remorfeleis Fate decree 
That all I love, with lifers extinguilh*d rays- 
Sink from my foul, to foothe this agony. 

To balm that life, whofe lofs may forfeit thee. 

Come dear remembrance of departed Days I 
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SONNET XCL 

On the fleet ftreamsv the Sun, that late arofe. 
In amber radiance plays ; — the tall young grais 
No foot hath bruis'd j^— dear Morning, as I pafs^ 
Breathes the pure gale, that on the bloflbm blows ^ 

And, as with gold yon green hill's fununit glows. 
The lake inlays the vale with molten glafs. — 
Now is the Year's foft youth r— yet me, das I 
Cheers not as it was wont ;-^impending woes 

jreigb on my heart ; — ^the joys, that once were mine^ 
Spring leads not back ; — and thofe that yet remain 
Fade while fhe blooms.— Each hour more lovely Ihine 

Her cryftal beams, and feed her floral Train f 
But ah with pale, and waning fires, decline 
Thofe eyes, whofe light my filial hopes fuilaini. 



a 
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SONNET. XCII. 

Behold that Tree, in Autiimn*s dim decay, 

Stript by the frequent, chill, and eddying Wind i 
Where yet feme yellow, lonely leaves we find 
Lingering and trembling on the naked fpray. 

Twenty, perchance, for millions whirled away I 
Emblem, alas! toojuft, of Humankind ! 
Vain Man cxpedts longevity^ deiign'd 
For few iraiced ; and their protradbed day 

What is it worth that Wifdom does not fcom if 
The bkfts of Sicknefs, G*iie, and Grief appiU 
That laid the Friends in duf^, whofe natal mom 

Rofe near their own ;*-and folemn is the call ;•— 
Yet, like thofe weak, deferted leaves forlorn, 
Shivering th&y cling to life, and fi^ to fkU ! 
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SONNET XCIII. 

r Yon foft Star, peeriog o^er the fable doud. 

Sheds its * green kiibte thro' the darkfome air.*^^ 
Haply in that mild Planet's cryflal fphere 
Live the freed Spirits, o'er whofe timdefs ihroud 
S weird my lone iighs, my tearful forrows flow'd. 
They, of thefe long regrets peiiiaps aware. 
View them with pitying fmiles.*!— 1 then, if e'er 
Your guardian cares may he on me bcftow'd. 
For the pure friendfhip of our youthful days. 
Ere yet ye foar'd from earth, illume my heart. 
That roves bewilder'd in Dejection's night. 
And lead it back to peace !-— as now ye dart. 
From your pellucid manfion, the kind rays. 
That thro' mifleading darknefs ftream fo bright^ 

* The luftre of the brighteft of the Stars always appeared to me of a green hue > 
and they are fo defcribed by Offian. 
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SONNET XCIV. 

All is not right with him, who ill fuftains 
Retirement's filent hours.— ^Himfelf he flies. 
Perchance from that infipid equipoife. 
Which always with the haplefs naind remains 

That feels no native bias ; never gains 
One energy of will, that does not rife 
From fbme external caufe, to which he hies 
From his own blank inanity .--^When reigns. 

With a ftrong, cultured mind, this wretched hate 
To comnjune with himfelf, from thought that tells 
Of fome loft joy, or dreaded ftroke of Fate 

Jle ftruggles to eitape;— or fenfe that dwells 

»On fecret guilt towards God, or Man, with weight 
Thrice dire^ the felf-exiling flight impels^ 
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SONNET XCV. 

On the damp margin of the fea-beat fhore 
Lonely at eve to wander;— or reclin'd 
Beneath a rock, what time the rifing wind 
Mourns o'er the waters, and, with folemn roar, 

Vaft billows into caverns furging pour. 

And back recede alternate ; while combined 
Loud fhriek the fea-fowls, harbingers aflign'd. 
Clamorous and fearful, of the ftormy hour; 

To liften with deep thought thofe awful founds ; 
Gaze on the boiling, the tumultuous wafte. 
Or promontory rude, or craggy mounds 

Staying the furious main, delight has call 
O'er my rapt fpirit, and my thrilling heart. 
Dear as the fofter joys green vales impart. 
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SONNET XCVL 

The breathing frefhnefs of the fliining Morn, 
Whofe beams glance yellow on the diftant fields^ 
A fweet, unutterable plcafurc yidds 
To my dejcfted fenfe, that turns with fcMn 

From the light joys of Diflipation bom. 
Sacred Rememkranice all my bofom ihields 
Againft each glittering lance flie gaily wields,. 
Warring with fond Regrets, that filent niourn 

The Heart's df»r comforts loft.--^But, Nature, thou^ 
Thou art refiftkjfe ftiU j^^^^-and yet I ween 
Thy prefent balmy gales, and vernal blow. 

To Memory owe the magic of their foenei 
For with fuch fragrant breath, fuch orient rays. 
Shone the foft mornings of my youthful days* 
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SONNET XCVII. 
TO A COFFIN-LID. 

Thou filent Door of our eternal fleep, 
Sicknefs, and pain, debility, and woes. 
All the dire train of ills Exiftencc knows, 
Thou (hutteft out for ever ! — Why then weep 

This fix'd tranquillity, — fo long ! — fo deep ! 

In a dear Father's clay-cold Form ? — ^where rofe 
No energy, enlivening Health beftows. 
Thro* many a tedious year, that us*d to creep 

In languid deprivaticm j while the flame 
Of intelledl, refplendent once confefsM, 
Dark, and more dark, each pafling day became. 

Now that angelic lights the Soul inveft. 
Calm let me yield to thee a joylcfs Frame, 
Thou silent Door of everlasting Rest. 

Lichfield^ March 1790. 
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SONNET XCVIIL 

Since my grieved mind fome energy regains, 
Induftrious habits can, at times, reprefs 
The weight of filial woe, the deep diftrefs .i-'^'^ 
Of life-long feparation; yet its pains, 

Oft do they throb along thefe fevered veins.— 
My reft has Ipft its balm, the fond carefs 
Wont the dear aged forehead to imprefs 
At midnight, as he flept ; — nor now obtains 

My uprifing the bleft news, that cou*d impart 
Joy to the morning, when its dawn had brought 
Some health to that weak Frame, o'er which my heart^ 

With fearful fondnefs yearnM, and anxious thought.— 
Time, and the Hope that robs the mortal Dart 
Of its fell fting, Ihall cheer me— as they ought.. 
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SONNET XCIX. 
ON THE VIOLENT THUNDER STORMS- 

DECEMBER I79O. 

Remorfelefs Winter ! in thy iron reign 

Comes the loud whirlwind, on thy pinion borne ; 
The long long night, — ^the tardy, leaden morn; 
The grey froft, rivaling lane, and hill, and plain ; 

Chill filent fnows, and heavy, pattering rain. 
Thefe are thy known allies ; — and Life forlorn. 
Yet patient, droops, nor breathes repinings vain ; 
But now, Ufurper, thou haft madly torn 

From Summer's hand his ftores of angry fway ; 
His rattling thunders with thy winds unite. 
On thy pale fnows thofe livid lightnings play, 

That pour their deathful fplendors o'er his night, 
To poife the pleafures of his golden day. 
Soft gales, blue Ikies, and long-protra(5led light. 
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SONNET C. 

WHITTBN DBCBMBBR 1790. 

Lyre of the Sonnet, that full many a time 
Amus'd my laffitude, and footh^l my pains. 
When graver cares forbade the lengthened ftraios. 
To thy brief bounds and oft-returning chime 

A long farewell \ — the fplendid forms of Rhyme 
When Grief in lonely orphanifm reigns, 
Opprefs the drooping Soul. — Death's dark domains 
Throw mournful fliadows o'er the Aonian clime ; 

For in their iilent bourne my filial bands 
Lie all diffolv'd ; — and fwiftly- wafting poUr 
From my frail glafs of life, health's fparkling fands. 

Sleep then, my Lyre, thy tuneful tafks are o'er, 
Sleep ! for my heart bereav'd, and lilllefs hands 
Wake with rapt touch thy glowing fbrings no more I 




PARAPHRASES and IMITATIONS 



ov 



HORACE. 



( >o6 ) 

Mr. Dewes was the highly efteemed Friend of Dr. Parr, Mr. 
Grove of Lord ShefEeld. A beautiful epitaph in verfe, written 
by Mr. Grove, on his beloved Wife, is one of the chief orna« 
ments of Lichfield Cathedral. 

The imitation of the Ode to I>elius, applied to Mr. Erdcine, 
was written fincc the lamented death of thofe Gentlemen, which 
happened in the meridian of their days. All the other Paraphrafes 
had been fubmitted to their rcvifion and corredion, and had 
beea honoured by their warm praife. That confcioufnefs makes 
me indifferent to the expedted cavils of illiberal criticifm. 

Men of letters have often obferved to me, that in ptraphrafing 
Horace, my fey would be an unpardonable crime with every 
Pedant, whether within, or without the pale of profefHonal 
criticifm. It is not in their power to fpeak or write more coa^ 
temptuoufly of my Horatian Odes than the Critics of Dryden*s 
and Pope's time, in the literary journals of that Period, wrote 
of their Tranflations from Homer, Virgil, Horace, Boccacc, and 
Chaucer. Inftances of that pu6/i^ abufe are triumphantly inferted 
by Warburton in his Edition of Pope's works. See Appendix 
to the Dunciad. It is fe»publifhcd there, to juftify fomc of the 
perfonal feverities of Pdpe's celebrated Satire, 

Moft of the notes to the enfuing Paraphrafes are addrefled to 
their unlearned Readers, fincc no aQufion can intereft which is 
not perfedtly comprehended. 



ODES FROM HORACE. 



TO MAECENAS. 

»0C« THE FIRST* ODE THE FIRST. 

L 

MAECENAS, from Etrurian Princes fprung. 

For whom my golden Jyre I ftrung. 
Friend, Patron, Guardian of its rifing fong, 

O mark the Youth, that towers along^ 
With triumph in his air ; 

Proud of Olympic duft, that foils 

His burning cheek and tangled hair ! 
Mark how he fpreads the palm, that crowned hi» toil« i. 

Each look the throbbing hc^ reveals 

That his fleet fleeds and kindling wheels. 
Swept round the fkilfully-avoided goal. 
Shall with illufbrious Chiefs his echoed name enrol. 
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II. 

Who the civic crown obtains, 

Or be^ into his granaries large 
The plenteous tribute of the Libyan Plains ; 
Or he, who watches ftill a rural charge. 

O'er his own fields directs the plough^ 

Sees his own fruitage load the bough ^ 
Thefe would'ft thou tempt to brave the faithlefs main^ 
And tempt with regal wealth, thy effort (hould be vain. 

I. 

The ftormy South howh thro' the fullen cloud. 

Contending billows roar aloud I 
The Merchant fees the gathering danger rife. 

And fends a thoufand yeaminjg fighs 
To his dear flielter'd home.— 

Its fhades receive him ; — ^but the tides 

Grow fmooth ; — the wild winds ceafe to roamri- 
And fee I — his new-trimm'd veflfel gaily rides I— 

Fir'd with the hope of wealth, once more 

He quits, fo hardly gained,, the ihore ^ 
Watches, with eager eye, th^xmfurling fait. 
Nor calls one look behind to the fafe, fylvan vale. 
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II. 

* The youth of gay, luxurious tafte^ 

Breaks, in the arbutus' foft fhade^ 
The precious day with interrupting feaft ; 
Or quaffs, by fome clear fountain in a glade. 

The mellow wine of ruby gleam^ 

While in vain the purer ftrcam 
Courts him, as gently the green bank it laves^ 
To blend th* enfevering draught with its pellucid waves.. 

I. 

Th* uplifted trumpet, and the clarion, fend, 

ConfusM, the mingled clang afar ; 
Lo ! while the Matron's tender breaft they rend. 

Her Soldier hails that din of war. — 
The wood-land CJba/e defired. 

Far other founds the Hunter charms ; 

By the enlivening fhout infpired. 
He breaks from his young Bride's encircling arms jt 
Nor heeds the morning's wintry gale, 

While his deep-mouth'd hounds inhale 
The tainted breeze, or hold the ftag at bay. 
Or while, from his ftrong toils, the wild boar burfts away.. 

* The Romans^ in general^ made no r^ular meal till the bufinefs of the^da]^ 
was over. They confidered a mid-day feaft as a mark of indolence and luxury.. 
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II. 

*Thi:e bright Learning's ivy cliown 

Exalts above a mortai fctte; 
Me fhady Groves,: light Nymphs; and Satyrs br<wvn» 
Raifc o'er the Crowd, in fwtet iequefterVl ibtc« 

And there is heard the Le&ian Intcv 

And there Euterpe's Dorian flute ) 
But, fhould'ft thou rank me with the lyric Choir» 
Ta Glory's ilasry heights thy Poet would afpire*— 



♦ " Dt!s mi/cent fufiris.'] A manner of expreffiott riot unufual axnoi^ iht 
^< Greeks and Latins, for ai>y eminent ^^ree of happinefsi^ Ifiilefs we adopt 
^^ this explanation of the wo;:d8, fays Dacier^ we (hall make Horace guilty of a 
'^ manifeft contradiction^ (ince a few lines farther he teHs his Patron, that bts 
'^ Aff^V^f ^ot the ivj ^roum is that, which will exalt him to tjie Ikia. The 
'' judicious emendation of the late Bifhop of Chichefter, who for Mi do^arum^ 
'^ reads Te d$Sfarumy removes all ofajeAion ; and adds beauty lb the Ode by th« 
^^ fine compliment it contains to Maecens^." Bbom. Hoiu 



( III ) 



TO FYRRHA- 

BOOK THE HRST, ODE THE FIFTH, 

Where rofes flaunt beneath feme pleafant cave^ 
Too charming Pyrrha, what enamourM Boy, 

Whofe fhining locks the breathing odors lave, 
Woos thee, exulting in a trandent joy ? 

For whom the fimple band doft thou prepare. 

That lightly fattens back thy golden hair ? 

Alas } how foon lliall this devoted Youth 

Love's tyrant fway, and thy changed eyes deplore, 

Indignant curfe thy violated truth. 

And count each broken promife o'er and o*er. 

Who hopes to meet, unccMifcious of thy wiles. 

Looks ever vacant, ever facile fmiles ! 

He, inexperienced Mariner ! fliall gaze 
In wild amazement on the ftormy deep, 

Recall the flattery of thofe funny days, 

That luird each ruder wind to calmeft fleep. 

^T was then, with jocund hope, he fpread the fail, 

Ip rafh dependence on the faithlefs gale. 
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A 

Ah Wretch ! to whom untried thou feemeft fair I 
By me, who late thy halcyon furface fung, 

♦ The walls of Neptune's fane infcrib'd, declare 
That I have dank and dropping garments hung, 

Devoted to the God, whofe kind decree 

Soatch'd me, to fhore^ from an overwhelming fea« 



* Horace alludea to the cuftom of the Roman Mariners after a fliipwreck— 
that of fufpending their garments^ which had been drenched in the ftorm^ in 
\he temple of Neptune^ together with a votive tablet^ on which the circum* 
fiances of the danger and efcape^ were painted. 
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TO ♦MUNATIUS PLANCUS, 

BOOK THE FIRST, ODE THE SEVENTH. 

Be far-fam*d + Rhodes the theme of loftier ftrains, 
OrJMiTYLENE, as their Bard decrees; 
Or Ephesus, where great Diana reigns. 
Or Corinth, towering 'twixt the rival feas ; 
Or Thebes, illuflrious in thy birth divine, 
Purpureal Bacchus; — or of Phoebus' Ihrine 

* He had twice been Conful; was of Bnitus' and Caffius' party, but went over 
to Auguftus, who received him with kind refpeft. However he revolted from 
him, perfuaded by the Friends of Marc Antony, that the Battle of AAium would 
decree the Empire to that General. The event, fo contrarj^, brought Munatius 
back to the feet of Auguftus, but he was not received with former kindnefs, nor 
did he deferve it, and retired, chagrined, to his fine feat at Tivoli, in the wood of 
Tiburnus, fo called from the neighbouring city, Tibur. There alfo, and near the 
falls of Tivoli, defcribed at full in Mr. Gray's letters, Horace had a villa. The 
Poet, perceiving thefpirits of Munatius dejefted, writes this Ode to reconcile him 
to his deiliny, and to infpire him with delight in tlie beautiful Scenery by which 
he was furroimded ; infinuating, that (hould Auguftus bani/h him, which was no 
improbable event, he ought not to defpond, but to form his condu<9: upon the 
fpirited example of Teucer ; who, together with his Friends and Followers, was 
baniflied his native City, Salamis, by his Father, becaufe he had not revenged 
upon the Greeks the death of his Brother Ajax. — The difintercfted defign of this 
Ode, and the humane attention it pays to a difgr4ced Nobleman, are much to the 
Poet's honor, who was perhaps, in general, more difpofed to gratulate the 
Powerful, than to footh the Unfortunate. 

t Rhodes, the Capital of an Iftand of the fame name in the Mediterranean, and 
famous for the Coloflal Statue. 

:|: Aflfylene, the chief City of Lefbos, praifed by Cicero for its advantageous 
fiUiation, elegant buildings, and fertile foil. 
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Delphos oracular; or warbling hail 
Theflalian Tempers flower-embroider'd vale. 

The Art-crown'd City, chafte Minerva's pride. 
There are, whofe endlefs numbers have pourtray *d ; 
They, to each tree that fpreads its branches wide. 
Prefer the * tawny Olive's fcanty fhade. 
Many, in JuHo*s honor, fing thy meads. 
Green Argos, glorying in thy agile fteeds; 
Or opulent My gene, whofe proud fanes 
The blood of murder 'd Agamemnon llains. 

Nor patient LaCed-^mon wakes my lyre. 
Who trains her Sons to all the Warrior's toil ; 
Nor me -f- Lariss a's airy graces fire, 
Tho' round her hills the golden vallies fmile : 
But my lov'd manfion, 'mid the circling wood. 
On the green bank of clear Albunea's flood. 
Its walls refounding with the echo'd roar. 
As Anio's torrents down the mountain pour. 



• Tawny Olive. It was believed that Minerva prefcnted the feed of the olive- 
tree to the Athenians. 

t Lariffhy a beautiful City, upon one of the hills in Theffaly. 
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Amid my blooming orchards pkas'd I rove. 
Guiding the dudile courfe of murmuring riljs ; 
Or mark the curtains of the facred grove 
Sink in the vales, or fweep along the hills. 
* Ah Friend ! if round my cell fuch graces fliine. 
The Palace of Tiburnian Shades is thine; 
She every feature of the Scene commands. 
And Emprefs of its varied beauty ftands. 

Tho* frequent mifts the young Favonius (hroud. 
Bending his flagging wing with heavy rains. 
Yet oft he chafes every fliowery cloud. 
Winnowing, with pinion light, th* aerial plains ; 
Ah ! thus from thee let each dark vapor roll. 
That rafh Ambition gathers on the foul ; 
The jocund Pleafures in her abfence rife. 
Glow in the breaft, and fparkle in the eyes. 



• This furely muft be the Poet's meaning in mentioning his oum villa, when 
he is endeavouring to awaken in Munatius a tafle for the furrounding beauties of 
his more magnificent feat. Commentators rationally conclude that fome eonneSfing 
lines have been loll from the latin of this Ode. It appears to me^ that the idea 
which thofe difmembered lines conveyed^ muft neceflarily have been the com« 
parifon added in the four enfuing lines^ which makes the tranfition eafy. 



Q^a 
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And thou, Munatius, whether Fate ordain 

The Camp thy home, with glancing javelins bright ; 

Or if the graces of that fair domain, 

Umbrageous Tivoli, thy fteps invite ; 

If trumpets found the clang that Warriors love. 

Or round thee trill the choirings of the grove. 

In flowing bowls drown every vain regret. 

Enjoy the Present, and the Past forget ! 

The walls of Sal am is when Teucer fled. 
Driven by a Parent's unrelenting frown, 
Hope from his fpirit chased each anxious dread. 
While on his brow he bound the poplar crown ; 
In rich libation pour'd the generous wine. 
Then bathM his temples in the juice divine; 
And thus, with gladdened eye, and air fedate, 
Addrefs'd the drooping Followers of his fate. 

•• Wherever Deftiny, a kinder friend 

** Than he who gave me birth, may point the way, 

** Thither refolvM our duteous fteps fliall bend, 

** Nor know prefaging fear, nor weak delay, 

** Doubt flies when Teucer leads, and cold defpair, 

** In Teucer 's aufpices, fliall melt to air; 



( in } 

** Phoebus ordains that, in more favoring (kiies, 
♦* Another profpVous Sal am is fliall rife. 

** So much alike her. fountains, fanes, and bowers, 

*• That e'en her name Ihall dubious meaning bear ;— 

** Then, my lov*d Friends, who oft, in darker hours, 

** Have fhar*d with me a confiidl more fevere, 

•• O ! let us lofe in wine our forrow*s weight, 

•* And rife the mailers of our future fate ! 

•* This night we revel in convivial eafe, 

** To-morrow, feek again the vaft and pathlefs feas/* 



TO LYDIA. 

BOOK THE FIRST, ODE THE EIGHTH. 

O, Lydia ! I conjure thee tell 
Why, with perfifting zeal, thou doft employ 

The ftrongeft power of amorous fpell 

On Sybaris, belov'd too well. 
Wounding his fame amid voluptuous joy ? 
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Why fhuns he now the nocm-tide glare, 
Inur*d to whirling duft, and fcorching heat I 
Ceafes the Warrior- veft to wear 
In which he iisM, with graceful air, 
Afpiring Youths, all emuloiis, to meet? 

Why is it now no more his pride 
To rein the ardent horfe with agile arm? 

With new-ftrung finews to divide 

The yellow Tyber's angry tide. 
When tlie tempeftuous ihowers its rage alarm ? 

Why hates he, as the viper*s gore. 
The Wreftler*s oil, that fupplcs every vein? 

Why do we fee liis arms no more 

With livid bruifes fpotted o*er, 
Of manly fports the honorable ftain ? 

*Twas his to whirl, with matchlefs (kill. 
The glancing quoit, the certain javcli© throw, 

While Crowds, with acdamatioas fhriH, 

The lofty Circus joy'd to fill. 
And all the honors of the Day bcftow.. . 
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Such fond fedufion why defirc ?— 
Thus Thetis* care her blooming Son concealed. 
Ere yet commenced that Conteft dire, 
When mournful gleam'd the funeral pyre. 
Thro' ten long years, on Ilium's purpled field 

In vain the female veft he Wore, 
That Love maternal* might avert his fate; 
Left his fpear drink the Lycian gore. 
Left finking Troy his force deplore. 
And D£ATH with Glory meet him at her gate^ 



. TO *THALIARCHUS. 

BOOK THE FIRST, ODE THE NINTH. 

In dazzling whitenefs, lo 1 Soradle towers. 
As all the mountain were one heap of fnow ! 
Rufh from the loaded woods the glittering Ihowers ; 
The froft-bound waters can no longer flow* 

* This Ode was probably written at the Country Seat of that Nobleman, near 
the mountain Sorade, in Tufcany, twenty-fix miles from Rome. 



Let plenteous billets, on the glowing hearth, 
Diffolve the ice-dart ere it reach thy veins ; 
Bring mellow wines to prompt convivial mirths . 
Nor heed th' arrefted ftreams, or flippery plains* 

High Heaven, refiftlefs in his varied fway. 
Speaks ! — The wild elemepts Contend no ftxor^ ; ; 
Nor then, from raging Teas, the foaniy fpray 
Climbs the dark rocks, or curls upon the fhore. 

And peaceful then yon aged afh fhall ftand ; 
In breathlefs calm the duflcy cyprefs rife ; 
To-morrow*s deftiny the Gods command, 
To-day is thine ;— enjoy it, and be wife ! 

Youth's radiant tide too fwiftly rolls away ; 
Now, in its flow, let pleafures round thee bloom ; 
Join the gay dance, awake the melting lay. 
Ere hoary trefles bloflbm for the tonib i 

Spears, and the Steed, in bufy camps impel ; 
And, when the eiriy darknefs veils the groves. 
Amid the leaflefs boughs let whifpers fteal. 
While frolic Beauty feeks the near dcoves. 
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Soft as thy tip-toe fteps the mazes rove, 
A laugh, half-fmother*d, thy pleas'd ear (hall meet. 
And, fportive in the charming wiles of love. 
Betray the .artifice of coy retreat ; 

And then the ring, or, from her fnowy arm. 
The promised bracelet may thy force employ ; 
Her feigned reludlance, heightening every charm. 
Shall add new value to the ravifli*d toy. 




TO LEUCONOE. 

BOOK THE FIRST, ODE THE ELEVENTH. j 

Leuconoe, ceafe prefumptuous to inquire 

Of grave Diviner, if fucceffive years 
Onward (hall roll, ere yet the funerd pyre. 

For thee and me, the hand of Friend(hip rears I 
Ah rather meet, with gay and vacant brow. 
Whatever youth, and time, health, love, and fate alio w j 



If many winters on the naked trees 

Drop in our fight the paly wreaths offroft. 

Or this for us the /ajt, that from the fcas 

Hurls the loud flood on the refbunding coaft.— 

Short fince thou know*ft the longeft vital line, 

Nurfe the near hope, and pour the rofy wine. 

E*en while we fpeak our fwiftly-pafTing Youth 
Stretches its wing t# cold Oblivion*s fhore; 

Then fliall the Future terrify, or footh, 

Whofe fecrets no vain forefight can explore ? 

The Morrow's faithlefs promife difavow. 

And feize, thy only boaft, the golden Now. 



TO APOLLO. 

book the FmST, ODE THE THIRTY-FIRST. 

^yhat aiks the Poet, when he pours 
His firft libation in the Delphic Bowers ? 

Duteous before the altar ftanding. 

With lively hope his foul expanding, 
O ! what demands he, when the crimfon wine 
Flows fparkling from the vafe, and laves the golden fhrine ? 
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Not the rich and fwelling grain 

That yellows o'er Sardinia's ifle j 
Nor fnowy herds, flow winding thro' the plain, 
When warm Calabria's rofy mornings fmile j 

Nor gold, nor gems, that India yields. 

Nor yet thofe fair and fertile fields. 
Which, thro' their flow'ry banks as calm he glides. 
The filent *Liris' azure ftream divides. 

Let thofe, for whom kind fortune flill 
Leads lavifh tendrils o'er the floping hill. 

Let fuch, with care their vineyard drefling. 
Their burfting grapes affiduous prelfing. 
Gather, felf-gratulant, the coftly ftore. 
And of the future year propitious funs implore ! 

May lufcious wines, in cups of gold. 

Oft for the wealthy Merchant flow ! 
Nor let cold Thrift thofe plenteous draughts withhold 
That profperoUs Commerce fliall again beftow. 

The flowing bowl he fafely drains, 

Since every favouring God ordains 



* Lsris-^^ beautiilil river of remarkably placid current. It rifes near Sontj a 
qiey of Ijalium^ which it divides from Campania, 

R a 
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That more than * once, within the circling year. 
His prow fliall o*er the fmooth Atlantic fteen 

Me^ let tawny olives feed ! 
Me^ lenient mallows from the fimple mead ! 

Son of Latona, grant the bleffing. 

That, a cloudlefs mind poffefling. 
And not infirm of frame, in foft decay. 
Cheered by the breathing lyre, my life may pafs away ! 



TO HIS ATTENDANT. 

BOOK THE FIRST, ODE THE THIRTY-EIGHTH. 

Boy, not in thefe Autumnal bowers 

Shalt thou the Perfian Veft difpofe^ 

Of artful fold, and rich brocade; 

Nor tie in gaudy knots the fprays and flowers. 

Ah ! fearch not where the latefl rofe 

Yet lingers in the funny glade i 

Plain be the veft, and fimple be the braid \ 



: * The Poet deems it a peculiar mark of the favor of the Deities when the 
Merchant is enabled fafely to i^ake repeated voyages in one year through ha^ar^- 
ous feas. 
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I charge thee with the myrtle wreath 

Not one refplendent bloom entwine; 

We both become that modeft band. 

As ftretch'd my vineyard's ample Ihade beneath, 

Jocund I quaff the rofy wine ; 

While near me thou (halt fmiling ftand. 

And fill the fparkling cup with ready hand. 



TO SALLUST. 



BOOR THE SECOND, ODE THE SECOND. 

Dark in the Mifer's cheft, in hoarded heaps. 

Can Gold, my Sal lust, one true joy beftow. 

Where fuUen, dim, and valuelefs it fleeps, 

Whofe worth, whofe charms, from circulation flow i 

Ah ! fJben it fhines attractive on the thought, 

Rifes, with fuch refiftlefs influence fraught 

As puts to flight pale Fear, and Scruple cold,. 

Till Life, e*en Life itfelf, becomes lefs dear than Gold, 
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Rome, of this power aware, thy honorM name 
O Proculeius 1 ardently adores, 
Since thou didfl bid thy ruiti'd Brothers claim 
A filial right in all thy well-earn'd fl6res/-^i-* 
To make the good deed deathlefs as the great ^ 
yet fearing for her plumes *Icarian fate. 
This Record, Fame, of precious truft aware» 
Shall long, on cautious wing, folicitoufly bear. 

And thou, my Sallust, more complete thy fway, 

Reftraining the infatiate luft of gain. 

Than lhould*ft thou join, by Conqueft*s proud effay, 

Iberian hills to Libya's fandy plain; 

Than if the Carthage fultry Afric boafls. 

With that which fmiles on Europe's lovelier coafts. 

Before the Roman arms, led on by thee. 

Should bow the yielding head, the tributary knee. 

See bloated Dropfy added ftrength acquire 
As the parch'd lip the frequent draught obtains j 
Indulgence feeds the never-quench*d defire. 
That loaths the viand, and the goblet drains. 

* Pinna metuente foJvi muft furely be allufive.to thediflblving pimons of Icarus-— 
and mean, that deeds of private generofity are apt to melt from the recolleftion of 
mankind ; while thofe of what is called heroic e}certion go down to Pofterity. 
For this idea of the pa0age the Tranflator was indebted to a learned Friend, 
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Nor could exhaufted floods the thirft fubdue 
Till that dire Caufe, which fpreads the livid hue 
0*er the pale Form, with watry languor fwell'd. 
From the polluted veins, by medicine, be expeird. 

Virtue, whatever the dazzled Vulgar dream. 

Denies Phraates, feated on thy throne. 

Immortal Cyrus, Joy*s interned gleam. 

And thus ihe chec?ks the Crowd's miftaken tone; 

•* He, only he, who, calmly pafling by, 

•• Not once J(hall turn the pure, unwifliing eye 

•• On heaps of mafly gold, that near him glare, 

*• My amai^nthine wreath, my diadem fhall wear.' 



TO THE HON. THOMAS ERSKINE. 

HORACE, BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE THIRD, IMFTATED. 
OCTOBBK 1796. 

Confcious the mortal ftamp is on thy breaft, 
O, Erskine I ftill an equal mind maintain. 
That wild Ambition ne'er may goad thy reft. 
Nor Fortune's fmile awake thy triumph vain. 
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Whether thro* toilfome tho* renowned years 
*Tis thine to trace the Law*s perplexing maze. 
Or win the SACRED seals, whofe awful cares 
To high decrees devote thy honor ^ days. 

Where filverM Poplars with the ftately Pines 
Mix their thick branches in the fummer (ky , 
And the cool ftream, whofe trembling furface fliines, 
Laborioufly oblique^ is hurrying by i 

There let thy duteous Train the banquet bring. 
In whofe bright cups the liquid ruby flows. 
As Life's warm feafon, on expanded wing, 
Prefents her too, too tranfitory rofe ; 

While every Mufe and Grace aufpicious wait. 
As erft thy Handmaids, when, with brow ferene. 
Gay thou didft rove where Buxton views elate 
A golden Palace deck her favage fcene *. 



^ The Author had the pleafure dP paffing a fortnight with Mr. and Mrs. Erfkine 
M Buxton in Auguft 1796^ 
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At frequent periods woo th* infpiring Batid 
Before thy days their fummcr-courfe have run. 
While, with closM (hears, the fatal Sifters ftand, 
Nor aim to cut the brilliant thread they fpun. 

Precarious Tenant of that gay Retreat, 

Fann*d by pure gales on Hampftead's airy downs, 

Where filial troops for thee delighted wait. 

And their fair Mother's fmile thy banquet crowns t 

Precarious Tenant !— fhortly thou may 'ft leave 
Thefe, and propitious Fortune's golden hoard ; 
Then fpare not thou the ftores, that (hall receive. 
When fet thy orb, a lefs illuftrious Lord. 

What can it then avail thee that thy pleas 
Charm 'd every ear with Tully's periods bland? 
Or that the fubjedl Paftions they could feize. 
And with the thunder of the Greek command? 

What can it then avail thee that thy fame 
Threw tenfold luftre on thy noble Line ? 
Since neither birth, nor felf-won glory, claim 
One hour's exemption from the fable (brine. 
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E'en now thy lot flukes in the Uril, whence Fate 

Throws her pale edi^s in revetfelefs doom \ 

Each ifTiies In its turn, or foon, or late. 

And lo I the great Man's prize !-*<i si i^erT ToM-fl I 



TG BARINE. 

*- BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE EIGHTH; 

B A R I N £ y tb thy always broken vows 
Were flighteft punifliment ordain'd ; 
Hadft thou kfs charming been 
By one grey hair upon thy polifli*d brdws > 
If but a fingle tooth were ftain'd, 
A nail difcolour'd feen. 
Then might I nurfc the hope that, faithful grown. 
The Future might, At length, the guilty Past atdnc^ 

But ah ! no fooner on that perjured head. 
With pomp, the votive wrea;ths are bbtmd. 
In mockery of truth. 
Than lovelier grace thy faithlefs beauties fliedj 
Thou com'ft, with new-born conqueft crowned. 
The care of all our Youth, 



Their pu6/ic care j-rrfflnd murmury praifcs file 
Where'er the beams axe ihot of thofe refiitiefs ejiai ^ 

Thy Mother ?s buried duft j^-^he midnight train. 
Of filent ftars, — the roljing fpheres. 
Each God, that lift'ning bows. 
With thee it profpers, falfcrOne f to pro/anc* 
OPhe 'Nymphs attend ;-«^y Venus hears, ; 
And all deride thy vows ; 
And Cupid whets afrefli his burning darts 
On the ftone, moift with blood, that dropt from wounded hearts^ 

For thee our rifing Youth to Manhood grow, 
Ordain*d thy powerful chains to wear ; 
Nor do thy former Slaves 
From the gay roof of their falfe Miftrefs go, 
Tho* fwom no more to linger there ; 
Triumphant Beauty braves 
The wife refolve j — ^aftd, ere they reach the door. 
Fixes the faltering ftep to thy magnetic floor. 



s a 
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Thee the fagc Matron fears, intent to warn 
Her Striplings i-^thce the Mifer dreads. 
And, of thy power aware. 
Brides from the Fane with anxious fighs teturn^ 
Left the bright nets thy beauty fpreads. 
Their plighted Lords enfnare. 
Ere fades the marriage torch ; nay even now. 
While undifpers'd the breath, that4brm*d the nuptial vow I 
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♦TO TITUS VALGIUS. 



BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE NINTH. 



Not ceafelefs falls the heavy (hower 

That drenches deep the furrowed lea; 
Nor do continual tempefts pour 

On the vex*d ^ Cafpian*s billowy fea f 
Nor yet the ice, in filent horror, ftands 
Thro* a// the pafling months on pale if Armenia's Lands. 



♦ This Ode is addreflbd to his Friend^ an illuftrious Roman, who had loft a 
beloved Son. The poetic literature of Titus Valgius is afcertained by the ho- 
nourable mention made of him by Horace, in his Tenth Satire, Book the Firft. 
Valgiutf, like Sir Brooke Boothby, in thefe days,, had poured forth a train* of 
elegiac Sorrows over the blight of his filial hopes. Horace docs not feverely 
reprove thefe woes, he only wifhes they may not be eternal, and that he will, at 
leaft, fufpend them and (hare the public joy ; for this Ode was compofed while 
the fplendid viAories, which Auguftus had obtained in the. Eaft, were recent. 

t The Cafpian is a ftormy and harbourlefs Sea — Yet the Poet obferves that not 
even the Cafpian is always tempeftuou& — infinuating, that inevitable as his grief 
muft be for fuch a lofs, it yet ought not to be inceffant. 

X The coldnefs of Armenia is well known, furrounded as it is by the high 
mountains of Nipbates, Taurusy Pariadcsp Jniiaurus, and. Ararat^ which are. 
always covered with fiiow.. 
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Fierce ftorms do not for ever bend 

The Mountain's vaft and labouring oak, 
Nor from the afh its foliage rend. 

With ruthlefs whirl, and widowing ftrokc i 
But, Valgius, thou, with grief^s eternal lays 
Mournefl thy vanilh'd joys in Mystes' fliorten*d days^ 

When * Vefper trembles in the weft. 

Or flies before the orient fun. 
Rife the lone forrows of thy bceaft.-^ 

Not thus did agfid Neilor fhun 
Confoling ftrains, nor always fought the tomb. 
Where funk his f filial Hopes, iniife And glory'sbloom* 

Not thus, the lovdy Troilus.flain, 

His Parents wept theTrincdy Boyj 
Nor thus his Sifters mournVJ, in vain. 

The blafted Flower of finking Troy.; 



• Vesper — alike the Evening and MomiD^g Star — appearing firfi nd »- 
maining lad in the Horizon, it ufliers in both the Evening and the Dawn. In 
the firft inflance it is cjjlcd Vefper, or Hei^rus, in the lafl Lucifer, or PhoijpljLer. 

t fUial Hopes, AtrtHoehtw, the Son of Ncftor, c/bferving his Father likdjr 
to fall in Battle, . by the fword of his Adverfary, threw himfelf between the 
Combatants^ and thus facrificed his own life to preferve that of his Parent. 



( m ) 

Ceafe, then, thy fond complaints !— Auguflus* fame. 
The new Cefarian wreaths, let thy lov'd voice proclaim ! 

So fliall the liftening World be told 

* Medus, and cold Niphates guide. 
With all their mighty Realms controulM, 

Their late proud waves in narrower tide; 
That in fcant fpace their ftceds the -f Scythians rein. 
Nor dare tranfgrefs the bounds our Viftor Arms ordain. 



* By the Riven Afedus, and Niphates, are meant the Parthiansy or Scythians, 
for they are the fame people, and the Armenians. The River Tigris, rifing in the 
cold Mountain, Niphates, Horace gives its name to the Stream, as he does that 
of Medus to the Euphrates, which Plato aflerts to have been formerly fo called. 
Uniting thofe Rivers in his verfe, the Poet means to denote the Roman Conquell 
over two Enemies widely diftant from each other, 

t The Scythians, or Parthians, were a warlike People, famous for their 
Equeftrian prowefs, for the fpeed of their horfes^ and for the unerring aim of 
their arrows, fhot when flying on full fpeed. Auguftus obliged their King, 
Phraates, not only to reftore the Roman Standards and Prifoners^ taken many 
years before^ but to withdraw his Troops from Armenia. 



( ^36 ) 



TO LICINIUS MURENA*. 

BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THB TENTH. 



Not always, dear Licinius, is it wife 
On the main Sea to ply the daring Oar ; 
Nor is it fafe, from dread of angry Skies, 
Clofely to prefs on the infidious Shore. 



* Licinius Murena was a Patrician of liigh rank^ one of the Brothers of 
Proculeius, whofe fraternal gencrofity is celebrated in the Ode to Salluft^ the 
ninth of thefe Paraphrafes. The property of Licinius had been confifcated for 
having borne arms againft the fecond Triumvirate. Upon this confifcation Pro- 
culeius divided two thirds of that large fortune, with which the Emperor bad re- 
wardod his valor and fidelity in the royal caufe^ between Licinius^ and his 
adopted Brother, Terentius, whofe fortimes had fuffered equal wreck on account 
of the Party he had taken. Horace wrote this Ode foon after the afieftionate 
bounty of Proculeius had reftored his Friend to affluence. It breathes a warning 
fpirit towards that turbulent, and ambitious temper, which Horace perceived in 
this young Nobleman. The Poet, however, has ufed great addrefs and delicacy, 
making the refleftions not particular but general ; and he guards againft exciting 
the forenefs People feel from reprehenfion for their prevailing fault, by cenfuring 
with equal freedom the oppofite extreme. That kind caution infinuated in this 
Ode, proved eventually vain, as did alfo the generofity of the Emperor, who foon 
after permitted Licinius to be chofen Augur 3 — probably at the interceifion of his 
Favorite Msecenas, who had married Terentia, a Daughter of that Houfe, and 
whom Horace calls Licinia in the Ode which is next paraphrafed. Upon the 
election of Licinius to this poft of honor, truft, and dignity, we perceive the 
fpirits (rf* Horace greatly elevated j probably as much from the pleafure he knew 
Maecenas would take in the promotion of his Brother-in-law, as from the attach- 
ment himfelf bore to Licinius. A peculiar air of hilarity fliines out in th^ Ode 
addrefled to Telephus, written the evening on which this Licinius, then newly 
. chofen Augur, gave his firft fupper to his Friends. The Reader will find it fome- 
what lavifhly paraphrafed in the courfe of this SeleAion. By the aiove Ode the 
•Poetfeems to have feared the feditious difpofition of licinius: — but when he 
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To no cxcefs difceming Spirits lean, 

They feel the bleffings of the golden mean j 

They will not grovel in the fqualid cell. 

Nor feek in princely domeis, with envied pomp, to dwell. 

The pine, that lifts fo high her (lately boughs. 

Writhes in the ftorms, and bends beneath their mighty 

Innoxious while the loudeft tempeft blows 

O'er trees, that boaft a lefs-afpiring height* 

As the wild fury of the whirlwind pours, 

Witli direft ruin faJl the loftieft towers ; 

And 't is the mountain's /ummit that, oblique. 

From the denfe, lurid clouds, the baleful lightnings ftrike. 

A' mind well difciplin'd, when Sorrow lours. 
Not fuUenly excludes Hope's fmiling rays s 
Nor, when foft Pleafure boafts of lafting powers. 
With boundlefs truft the Promifer furveys. 
It is the fame dread Jove, who thro' the (ky 
Hurls the loud ftorms, that darken as they fly j 



afterwards ftrung his lyre to notes of triumph for the honors of his Friend, he 
little imagined that Friend would finally fuflfer death for ungratefully confpiring 
againft the Monarch, who had fo libendly overlooked his former enmity. 
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And whofe benignant hand Ivithdraws the gloom. 
And fpreads rekindling light, in all its living bloom. 

To-day the Soul perceives a weight of woe i-- 
A brighter Morrow fliall gay thoughts infpire. 
Does * PhcDbus always bend the vengeful bow ? 
Wakes he not often the harmotiipys lyre? 
Be thou, when Danger fcowls in every wave. 
Watchful, coUefted, fpirited, and brave ^ . 

But in the funny (ky, the ilatt<a:ing g^es. 
Contrail, with fteady liand, thy too expanded fails^ 



* i^idemic Difeafes were, by the Pagans, believed to be theeffeft of having 
efiended Apollo. The arrows he (hoots among the Greieks iii t^ .firft Book of 
the Iliad, produce the Peftilencc, which follows the rape of his Prieft's Daugh- 
ter, Chryfeis. When we co^fider the dependesnce of the human. conftiHition upon 
the temperate, or intemperate influence of the Sun^ the avenging. bow of 
Phoebus appears an obvious allegory ; — and fince it is in the hours of health 
that the fine Arts are fov^ht andcmitivated, the Sim, sunder' the nameiof Phc^bus, 
Apollo, &c. is with equal propriety of fable, fuppofed theit Patron, as .well as 
the Avenger of crimes by the inflidion of difeafes. 



( ^39 ) 



•TO MAECENAS. 

HOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE TWELFTH- 



Maecenas, I conjure thee ceafc 

To wake my harp's enamoured firings 
To tones, that fright recumbent Peace, 

That Pleafure flies on rapid wings ! 



* Of that artful caution, which marks the charaAer of Horace, this Ode 
forms a ftriking inftance. He declines the talk appointed by his Patron, that of 
defcribing the Italian Wars, becaufe he forefecs that in its execution he muft either 
difoblige the Emperor, and his Minifter, by fpeaking too favorably of their Ene- 
inies, or offend fome Friends, whpm he yet retained amongft thofe, who had 
exert^ themfelves againft the Caefars* Horace endeavours to foften the efle£k of 
thi^>npn-con^pliance by a warm panegyric upon Licinia, 'the betrothed biide of 
jyixceaas. She is in other places called T^erentia. ' Both thefe n^imes have affinity 
to thofe of her Brothers, licinius, afterwards Augur, a^d her adopted Brother, 
Terentius. 

Horace mentions plainly the Numantian Wars, and thofe with Hannibal, but 
artfully fpeaks of thofe of Brutus, and Caffius, and of the Character of Antony, 
under fabulous denomination, fufficiently imderftood by Auguftus, and his 
Minifter. Dacier juftly obferves.hpw eafy it is to difccm, that by the LapithaCf 
and Giants, defeated by Hercules on the plains of Thcflaly,' the Poet means the 
Armies of Brutus, and Caffius, defeated by Auguftus, akuoft in the fame place, 
at tht Battle of Philippi, He concludes alfo that by Hylseus is meant Mark 
Antony, who aifumed the name of Bacchus, and ruined himfelf by his profligate 
paiiion for Cleopatra. Another Conmientator obferves, that as the Giants, and 
Lapithx, are faid to have made the Palace of Saturn fhake, fo alfo did Brutus, and 
Caflius, and afterwards Mark Antony, make all Italy tremble, and that it ig 
JRomc Itfclf that Horace would have to be underftood by the magnificent Palaa of 
Saturn. Some Critics feek to deftroy all the common fenfe, beauty, and cha- 
rader of this Ode, by denying the allegoric interpretation j and alfo byinfiflin|^ 
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Slow conqueft on Numantia's plain, 
Or Hannibal, that ^auntlefs flood, 

Tho' thrice he faw Aufonia's main 
Redden with Carthaginian blood ; 

The Lapithae's rcmorfelefs pride, 
HylsBus* wild inebriate hours ; 

The Giants, who the Gods defied. 

And fhook old Saturn's fplendid towers ; 



"Aiaf Ldcinia was th6 Poet's ozvn Miftrefty and not the miftreis of his Piith>n. If 
had been abfurd^ and inconceivably unmeaning, if^ when he was reqoefted to 
iing the triumphs of Auguftus in the Italian Wars^ he {hould^ during the brief 
mention of them^ have adverted to old fables^ uniting them, not as a fimik> but 
ia a line of continuation with the Numantian, and Carthaginian Wars ; unleis^ 
beneath thofe fables, he ibadowed forth the R§man Enemies of Auguftus, 

The idea that lacinia was the Miftrefs of Horace, has furely little foundation : 
—-for it were ftrange indeed if he could take pleafure in defcribing amorous fami-» 
liatities between Maecenas, and the Perfon with whom himfelfvrdA in love. OtA 
ef thefe Critics alledges, as the reafon.why this Lady could mt be the deftined 
Bride of Addtanas^ that it would have been as indifcreet in him to haVe admitted 
Horace to be a witnefs of his paffion for licinia-Terentiaj as it would have been 
impertinent in the Poety to have invaded the privacies of his Patron. It is not 
neceflary, from this Ode^ to conclude that Horace had wfneffed the tender fcene 
he defcribes. He mighty without any hazard of imputed impertinencie^ venture 
to painty from his imagination^ the innocently playful endearments of betrothed 
Lovers. The pidure was much more likely to fiattvr than to iijgufi the gay, and 
gallant Msecenas. 
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Thefe, dear Maecenas, thou (hould^ft painty 
Each glory of thy Cafar^s reign. 

In eloquence, that fcoms reftraint. 
And fweeter than the Poet's fbrain ; 

Show captive Kings, who from the fight 
Drag at his wheels their galling chaiot 

And the pale lip indignant bite 

With muttered vengeance, wild and vain. 

Enraptured by Licinia's grace. 

My Mufe would thefe high themes decline^ 
Charmed that the heart, the form, the face 

Of matchlefs Excellence is thine* 

Ah, happy Friend ! for whom an eye. 

Of fplendid, and refiftlefs jfire. 
Lays all its pointed arrows by. 

For the mild gjeams of foft defire ! 

With what gay fpirit does fhe foil 

The Pedant's meditated hit ! 
What happy archncfs in her fmile ! 

What pointed meaning in her wit ! 
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Her cheek how pure a crimfon warms. 
When with the Nymphs, in circling line. 

Bending fhe twines her fiiowy arms. 
And dances round Diana's fhrine* ! 

Maecenas, would'ft not thou exchange 

The treafures gorgeous Perfia pours, 
The wealth of Phrygians fertile range. 

Or warm Arabia's fpicy fhores. 

For one light ringlet of the hair, ^ . /{ 

Which Ihades thy fweet Licinia's face. 

In that dear moment when the Fair, 

In flying from thy fond embrace, ; 

jRelenting turns her fnowy neck. 

To meet thy kifles half their way. 
Or when her feign*d refentments check 

The ardors thy warm lips convey ? 



* The Roman Ladies^ according to ancient cudom, danced with entwined 
asms, around the Altar of Diana^ on the day of hex Fefiival, 
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While in her eyes the languid light 
Betrays a yielding wifli to prove. 

Amid her coy, yet playful fligbt, 
The pleafing force of fervent Love^ 

Or when, in gaily-frolic guife. 
She fnatches her fair felf the kifs. 

E'en at the inftant fhe denies 
Her Lover the requefted blifs. 



TO POSTHUMUS. 

BOOK THE SECOND, ODE THE FOURTEENTH.. 

Alas ! my Pofthumus, the Years 

Unpaufing glide away ; 
Nor fuppliant hands, nor fervent prayers^ 

Their fleeting pace delay ; 
Nor fmooth the brow, when furrowing lines defcend^ 
Nor from the Hoop of Age the faltering Frame defend* 
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Time goads us on, relentlcfs Sire I 

On to the fhadowy Shape, that ftands 
Terrific on the funeral pyre, . 

Waving the already kindled brands.— 
Thou canil not flacken this reludlant fpeed, 
Tho' ftill on Pluto's fhrine thy Hecatomb Ihould bleed. 

Beyond the dim Lake's mournful flood. 

That ikirts the verge of mortal light. 
He chains the Forms, on earth that flood 

Proud, and gigantic in their might ; 
That gloomy Lake, o'er whofe oblivious tide 
Kings, Confuls, Pontiffs^ Slaves, m ghafUy filence glide. 

In vain the bleeding field we fhun. 

In vain the loud and whelming wave ; 
And, as autumnal winds come on^ 

And withered leaves beffarw the cave, 
Againfl their noxious blafl, their fuUen roar. 
In vain we pile the hearth, in vain we dofe the doon 
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The univerfal lot ordains 

We feek the black Cocytus* ftream, 
That languid ftrays thro* dreary plains, 

Where cheerlefs fires perpetual gleam ; 
Where the fell Brides their fruitlefs toil bemoan, 
And Sifyphus uprolls the ftilUrcturning (lone. 

Thy tender wife, thy large domain, 

Soon fhalt thou quit, at Fate's command ; 

And of thofe various trees, that gain 
Their culture from thy foft'ring hand. 

The Cyprefs only fhall await thy doom. 

Follow its Ihort-livM Lord, and fliade his lonely tomb I 



( U6 ) 
TO LYCE, 

OK HIR REFUSING TO ADMIT HIS VI8IT8. 
BOOK THE THIRD, ODE THE TENTH. 

Now had you drank cold Tanais* wave, 
Whofe ftreams the drear vale flowly lave, 

A barbarous Scythian's Bride, 
Yet, Lycc, might you grieve to hear 
Your Lover braves the winds fevere, 

That pierce his aching fide, 

O liften to the howling groves. 
That labour o'er your proud alcoves. 

And hear the jarring door ! 
Mark how the ftar, at eve that rofe, 
Has brightly glaz'd the fettled fnows, 

While every leaf is hoar ! 

Gay Venus hates this cold difdain ; — 
Ceafe then its rigors to maintain. 

That fprightly joys impede. 
Left the ftrain'd cord, with which you bind 
The freedom of my amorous mind, 

In rapid whirl recede ! 
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Bom of a jocund Tufcan Sire, 
Did he tranfmit his ardent fire 

That, like Ulyffes' Queen, 
His beauteous Daughter ftill fhould prove 
Relentlefs to the fighs of Love, 

With frozen heart and mien ?-— 

If nor blue cheek of fliivering Swain, 
Nor yet his richeft gifts obtain 

Your fmile, and foft^ning brow ; 
Nor if a faithlefs Hulband's rage 
For a gay Syren of the ftage. 

And broken nuptial vow; 

If weak e'en Jealoufy fhould prove 
To bend your heart to truer love. 

Yet pity thefe my pains, 
O Nymph, than oaks more hard, and fierce 
As fnakes, that Afric's thickets pierce, 

Thofe terrors of the plains ! 

When heavy falls the pattering fhower. 
And ftreaming fpouts their torrents pour 
Upon my ihrinking head, 

u a 



( h8 ) 

Not always fhall wild Love command 
Thefe limbs obfequioufly to ftand 
• Beneath your dropping fhed. 



♦TO THE FOUNTAIN OF BLANDUSIA. 

BOOK THE THIRD, ODE THE THIRTEENTH. 

Nymph of the ftream, whofe fource perpetual pours 
The living waters thro* the fparkling fand. 

Cups of bright wine, enwreath*d with fummer flowers. 
For rich libation, round thy brink fhall ftand. 

When on the morrow, at thy Bard's decree,. 

A young and fpotlefs Kid is facrificed to thee^ 

He, while his brows the primal antlers fwell, 

Confcious of ftrength, and gay of heart prepares 

To meet the female, and the foe repel.—- 
In vain he wifhes, and in vain he dares \ 

His ardent blood thy pebbly bed fhall ftain, 

Till each tranflucent wave flows crimfon to the plain. 



* It was common with the Ancients to confecrate Fountains by a facrifice, 
and vinous libations, poured from goblets crowned with flowers. Lively ima* 
ginations glow over the idea of fuch a beautiiU ceremony. 
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In vain fiiall Sirius ihake his fiery hairs 

0*er thy pure flood, with waving poplars veird. 

For thou, when moft his fultry influence glares, 
Refrefhing fliade, and cooling draughts fhalt yield 

To all the flocks, that thro* the valley ftray. 

And to the wearied fleers, unyokM at clofing day^ 

Now dear to Fame, fweet Fountain, flialt thou flow,. 
Since to my lyre thofe breathing fliades I fing 

That crown the hollow rock's incumbent brow. 
From which thy foft, loquacious waters fpring. 

To vie with ftreams Aonian be thy pride. 

As thro' Blandufia*s Vale thy filver currents glide !' 



( iS^ ) 



♦ TO TELEPHUS, 

. BOOK THE THIRD, ODE THE NINETEENTH. 

The number of the vanifhM years 

That mark each famous Grecian reign. 
This night, my Telephus, appears 

Thy folemn pleafure to explain ; 

.* * ' • 

* At the feaft, held in honor of Licinius Murena having been chofen Augur, 
Horace endeavours to turn the converfation towards gayer fubjedbs than Grecian 
Chronology, and the Trojan War, upon which his Friend Telephus had been de- 
claiming ; and for this purpofe feems to have compofed the enfuing Ode at table. 
It concludes with an hint, that the unpleafant (late of the Poet's mind, refpefiting 
his fhen Miftrefs, incapacitates him for abilrafted themes, which demand a ferene 
and coUefted attention, alike inconfiftent with the amorous difcontent of the fecret 
heart, and with the temporary exhilaration of the fpirits, produced by the occafion 
on which they were met. This muft furely be the meaning of Horace in this 
Ode, however obfcurely expreffed. People of fenfe do not, even in their gayeft 
converfation, ftart from their fubjeft to another of total inconnexion. When 
the latent meaning in the concluding verfes is perfpicuoufly paraphrafed, it accounts 
for the Poet's preference at that period, of trifling to literary fubjefts. Thefe 
flight, and often obfcure allufions, clofely, and what is called faithfully tranflated, 
give a wild and unmean'mg air to the Odes of Horace, which deftroys their inte- 
reft with the unlearned admirers of Poetry. To give diftinft fliape and form to 
thefe embryo ideas, often capable of acquiring very interejiing form and fliape, 
is the aim of thefe Paraphrafes. 

Telephus, who was a Greek, appears to have been a Youth of noble birth-— 
being mentioned as fuch in the Ode to Phyllis, which will be found farther on 
amongft thefe Paraphrafes. From that to Lydia, fo well known, and fo often 
tranflated, we Icam that be had a beautiful form, and was much admired by the 
Roman Ladies. 
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And one to him, for wjibm the fcafls 
This night are held with poignant * guil, 

MuRENA, whom His Rome inyefts 
With folemn honors, ikcred triift ! 

Xind omens fliall :his voice convey. 

That may each riling care beguile ; 
Propitious fled the Birds to-day ? 

Will Love be ours, ^nd Fortune fmile ?— 

Arrange the cups df various fize, 

The.lcail containing bumpers three. 
And nine the reft. — Come, no difguife ! 

Nor yet conftraint, the choice is free I 

All but the Bard*s— 4he bowl of nine 

He is, in duty, bound to fill; 
The Mufes number to decline 

Were treafon at Aonia*s hill. 

* The Tranflator was doubtful about ufing that word^ till (he recoUeded it in 
the graved of Pope's Poems, 

<* Dcftroy all creatures for thy fport and guft: 

^ Then cry, If Man's unhappy God's unjuft.'* Essay on Max. 
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And lavifli be the rofes ftrewn ! 

Ye flutes, ye lyres, exulting breathe I 
The feftal Hour difdains to own 

The mournful note, the niggard wreath.. 

Old Lycon, with the venal Fair, 

Who courts yet hates his vile embrace; 

Our lively ftrains (hall muttering hear, 
While Envy pales each fuUen face r 

Thou, with thy dark luxuriant hafr. 
Thou, Telephus, as Hefper bright, 

Thou art accomplifh'd Chloe*s care, 
Whofe glance is Love*s delicious light. 

Thy utmoft wifh the Fair-One crowns. 
And thy calm*d heart may well purfue 

The paths of knowledge ; — Lyce frowns. 
And I, diftateful, (hun their view. 

From themes, that wake the powers of mind, 
The wounded Spirit fick*ning turns ; 

To thofe be then this hour confign'd. 
That Mirth approves, tho* Wifdom fpums. 
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They fliall difarm my Lyce*s frown, 
The frolic jeft, the lively ftrain. 

In flowing bowls, Ihall gaily drown 
The memory of her cold difdain. 



TO PHIDYLE. 



EXnOJiTlVQ HER TO BE CONTENT WITH A FRUGAL SACRIFICE. 
BOOK THE THIRD, ODE THE TWe^TY-THlRD. 

My Phidylc, retired in fhady wild. 

If thou thy virgin hands (halt fuppliant raifc, 
If primal fruits are on thy altars pird. 

And incenfe pure thy duteous care conveys, 
To footh the Lares, when the moon adorns. 
With their firft modeft light, her taper homs ; 

And if we pierce the throat of infant fwine, 
A frugal vi<aim, not the baleful breath 

Of the moift South (hall blaft our tender vine; 
Nor (hall the lambs (ink in untimely death 

When the unwholefome gales of Autunm blow. 

And (hake the ripe fruit from the bending bough. 

X 3 
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Let fnowy Algidum*s wide vallies feed. 
Beneath their fktely holme, and fpreading oak. 

Or the rich herbage of Albania's mead. 
The Steer, whofe blood on lofty Shrines (hall fmoke I 

Red may it ftain the Prieft*s uplifted knife. 

And glut the higher Powers with coftly life ! 

The rofemary and myrtle's fimple crown 

Thou on our houfehold Gods, with decent care 

Art gently placing ; and they will not frown ; 
^ofiern demand is theirs, that we prepare 

Rich Flocks, and Herds, at Duty's folemn call. 

And, in the pomp of flaughter, bid them fall. 

O ! if an innocent hand approach the fhrine, 

The little votive cake it humbly lays. 
The crackling fait, that makes the altar Ihine^ 

Flung on the cheerful facrificial blaze. 
To the mild Lares (hall be grateful found 
As the proud Steer, with all his garlands crown'd. 
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Beauty, and Love, the blifsful change have hailM, 
While, in fmooth mazes, o*er the painted mead, 
♦Aglaia ventures, with her limbs unveiPd, 
Light thro* the dance each Sifter-Grace to lead^ 

But O ! refledt, that Sport, and Beauty, wing 
Th*unpau(mg Hour ! — if Winter, cold and pale^ 
Flies from the foft, and violet-mantled Spring, 
Suinmer, with fultry breath, abforbs the vernal gale. 

Refled:, that Summer-glories pafs away 
When mellow Autumn fhakes her golden fheaves ; 
While fhe, as Winter reaffumes his fway. 
Speeds, with diforder'd veft, thro* ruftling leaves* 

But a fliort fpace the Mt>on illumes the (Icies ;. 
Yet (he repairs her wanings, and again 
Silvers the vault of Night ; — ^but no fupplies, ' 
To feed their wafting fires, the lamps of Life obtain.. 

* Aglaia, the eldeft of the Graces, 
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When our pale Form fliall penfive vigfls keep ^ 
Where Collins, Akenside, and Shenstone roam* 
Or quiet with thq Defpot, Johnson, fleep. 
In that murk cell^ the Body's final home,. . 

To fenfelefs duft, and to a fleeting fhade 

Changes the life- warm Being ! — Ah ! who knows 

If the next dawn our eye-lids may pervade ? 

Darkened and feal*d, perchance, in long, and laft repofe ! 

When vivid Thought's unceafing force af&ils. 
It fliakes, from Life's frail glafs, the ebbing fands; 
Their courfe run out, ah 1 what to us avails 
Our fame's high note, tho' fwelling it expands ! 

Refledl, that each convivial joy we fliare 

Amid encircling Friends, with grace benign, 

Efcapes the grafp of our rapacious Heir ;— 

Pile then the fteaming board, and quaff the rofy wine ! 

lUuftrious Hayley f — ^in that cruel hour. 
When o'er thee Fate the fable flag Ihall wave, 
Not thy keen wit, thy fancy's fplendid power. 
Knowledge, or worth, (hall fnatch thee from the grave. 
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Not to his Mason's grief, from Death's dim plaios 
Was honored Graves dqnrted fbrai refign'd; 
No tears difTolve the cold Lethean chains. 
That, far from bufy Life, the mortal iembknce bind. 

Then, for the bright creations of the brain, 
1 do not thou from heakli^s gay leifure turn. 
Left we, like tuneful Mason, figh in vain. 
And grafp a timelefs, tho*a laureled Urn I 



TO LIGURU. 

BOOK THE FOURTH, ODE THE JEmO. 

O thou ! exulting in the charms. 

Nature, with lavifli bounty, fhowers. 
When youth no more thy fpirit warms. 
And ftealing age thy pride alarms. 

For fleeting graces, and for waning powers ; 

When all the (hining locks, that now 

Adown thofe ivory fhoulders bound,. 
With deadened colour fliade thy brow. 
And fall as from th* autumnal bough 

Leaves, that rude winds have fcatter*d on the ground;; 

Y 
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And on that cheek the tints, that ih&mc 
May's orient light and Summer's rofe, 

Dim as yon taper's fullen flame, 

ShalU in a dufky red, proclaim 

That not one hue in wonted luftre glows ; 

When wrinkles o*cr Liguria*s face 

Their daily flrengthening furrows lead ; 
When faithful mirrors ceafe to place , 
In her charmed fight each blooming grace. 
And will no more her heart's proud triumph feed ; 

Then the changed Maid, with fecret fliamc. 
Shall thus the paft, and prefent chide i 

O ! why, amid the loud acclaim. 

That gave my rifing charms to Fame, 

Sweird this coy bofom with difdainful pride ? 

Or why, fince now the wifh to yield 
Steals penfive thro* each melting vein, 

The ice diflblv*d, that fcorn congealed. 

And every tender thought reveal'd. 

Why, vanifli'd Beauty, com*ft not fJbou again? 
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TO PHYLLIS. 

IIITXTXlfG BS& TO CSLBBRATB THB BI&TBDAT OF UJSCBKA8» 
BOOK THE FOURTH, ODE THE ELEVENTH. 

Sweet Phyllis, leave thy quieit home^ 
For lo ! the ides of April come I 

Then haften to my bower : 
A caflc of rich Albanian wine, 
In nine years mellownefs, is mine. 

To glad the feftal hour. 

My garden-herbs, in fragrance warnx. 
Our various chaplets wait to form ; 

My tender ivies grow. 
That, twining in thy amber hair. 
Add jocund fpirit to thine air. 

And whitenefs to thy brow* 

My walls with filver veffels (hine ; 
Chafte vervain decks the modeft fhrine. 

That longs with crimfon ftains 
To fee its foliage fprinkled o*er, 
When the devoted Lamb fliall pour 

The treafure of his veins. 

Y z 



The houfehold Girls, and menial Boy, 

From room to room afliduous fly, 

.... *,«'.'. ... t 

And bufy hands extend ; 
Our numerous fires are quivering bright. 
And, rolling; fjrom: thtor peozitcd height. 

The dufky wre^iths afCQiid *. 

Convivial rites, in npkyjQic J^tc, 
Thou, lovely >Jympb* Ihal* celebrate^ 

And give the day to inirtlx 
That this + Love-chofen month divides ; 
Since honorM ro^ its bloQixiing ides 

By dear Maecewis' biith« 

O ! not to me my fiat$l ftw 

So facred feems ;— tl^n, Nymph, prepare 

To grace its fmiling dawn ! 
A wealthier Maid, in pleafing chains, 
lUuftrious JTelephus dielaiiis. 

From hunabMe thee withdrawn. 

^ The Romans made fires in the middle of their rooms, with an hole in the 
ceiling, to let out th^ fmoke, which is d^fcril^ed a9 rolling tQ tht top of the 
Houfe. 

t The feaft of Venus was beI4 by the Romans in April. 

X It is agreed that this is the fame young Nobleman^ to whom the Ode is 
addrcfled, on Licinius being appointed Augur^ and which has been paraphrafed 
in this Colleton. 
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When Pride would daring hopes create^ 
Of Phaeton recall the fate, 

ConfumM in his career ! 
Let rafh Bellerophon, who tried 
The fiery Pegafus to guide. 

Awake thy prudent fear I 

Thus wam*d, thy better intercft know. 
And ceafe thofe charming eyes to throw 

On Youths of high degree ! 
Come then, of all my Loves the laft. 
For, every other paffion paft, 

I only bum for thee ! 

Come, and with tuneful voice rehearfe 
The meafures of thy Poet's verfe 

And charm the lill'ning Throng I 
Believe me, Faireft, all our cares 
Will foften at the melting airs 

That deck the lyric fong. 
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• ON THE PLEASURES OF RURAL LIFE. 

BOOK THE nPTH, EPODE THE SECOND, 
I. 

Thrice happy he, whofe life reftores 

The pleafures pure of early times ; 
That ne'er, with anxious heart, explores 

The rugged heights Ambition climbs ^ 
Exempt from all the din,, the toil, the care,. 
That Cities for their bufy Sons prepare ; 

Fatigue, beneath the name of pleafure,. 

Contentious law, ufurious treafure^ 
A tedious mean attendance on the Great, 
And emulation vain of all their pomp and ftate^ 



* The Reader will remember, that in the courfe of thefc Paraphrafes the defTgn 
has been avowed of flretching the pifilurcs of Horace upon a wider canvafs, of 
filling up what are fo often mere outlines. If learned eye» ever glance over this- 
Ode, it is hoped they will not frown upon the many circumftances and refleftionS' 
which have been added, upon a prefiimption, induced by the pleafing nature of 
the fubjeA, fince the Roman cuftoms and manners are pveferved. with fidelity*. 
Thofe cudoms and manners, refulting from their feftal, gay, and pifturefque- 
Religion, cannot furely be prcfen ted .without proving interefting. Yet, to create this 
intereft,y?rc»^^r and more circumjlantial defcription feems required than can be found' 
in Horace, if the Paraphrafer may be allowed to judge of the poetic feelings of 
others by her o^n. It was doubtlefs fufficient for his contemporary Readers, and 
for thofe of fome fucceeding Generations, that he (lightly alluded to events and 
ceremonies, which were familiar to their recolle£bionr In our day more precifiou 
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IL 

Not his found and balmy fleep 

The trumpet's martial warning breaks ; 
Nor the loud billows of the angry Deep, 
When thro' the ftraining cords the Tempeft fhrieks ; 

But the Morning's choral lay. 

Chanted wild from every fpray. 
Swift at the fummons flies the wilder 'd dream. 
And up he fprings alert, to meet the orient beam. 

is demanded^ at l^aft by thofc who have poetic tafte without knowledge of the 
dead languages, or intimacy with the national and domeftic cuftoms of that 
Time, and of that People, Alfo, to ftrengthen this neceflary intereft in the 
mind of the Reader, it muft be eligible to infufe a more liberal portion of thole 
fentiments and ideas, which fpeak to the Heart in every Age, and in every 
Climate. 

To Scholars the fafcinating mufic of the Latin tones and meafures, and the 
d^ance with which Horace knew to feleft, and to regulate them, recompenfe the 
obfcurity which is fo frequent in his allufions, and in the violence of his tranfi- 
tions from one fubjeft to another, between which the line of connexion is with 
difficulty traced. What is called a faithful tranflation of thefe Odes cannot, 
therefore, be interefting to unlearrud Lovers of Verfe, how alive foever they may 
be to poetic beauty. — A literal tranflation in the plained profe, will always fliew 
the precife quantity of real poetic matter, contained in any Produftion, inde- 
pendent of the mufic of its intonation, and numbers, and the elegance of its 
fiyle.— The profe tranflations of Horace' Odes evince that their merit does not 
confift in the plenitude of poetic matter, or eflence, conftituted by circumftances 
of ftartling intereft, by exalted fentiment, impaflioned complaint, or appeal, 
diftinft and living imager}-, happy appofite allufion, and fublime metaphor; but 
in certain elegant verbal felicities and general charm of ftyle, produced by the 
force and fwcetnefs of the Latin Language, fubfervient to the fine ear, the lively 
and exquifite tafte of Horace. Thefe are the graces which we find fo apt to 
evaporate m Tranflation, while genuine poetic matter, a? defined above, i^* 
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I. 

The vine-clad hill he lightly fcalcs, 

Where * tall the frequent poplars rife. 
From branch to branch afliduous trails 

The pendent clufters rich fuppliesi 
And cautious prunes the weak, the ufelefs fhoot^ 
Engrafting healthier boughs, that promise fruit.— 

Then his arms ferenely foldings 

And the fmiling fcenc beholding, 
Marks, as the fertile valley winds away, 
His Flocks and lowing Herds, in ample numbers ftray. 

capable of being transftifed into any other Language without lofing a f article xif 
its excellence, provided the Chemift, who undertakes the operation, has geniua 
and (kill. The more this poetic matter in an Author abounds, the fnore 
clofe and ferthfiil a Tranflator, who has judgment, may venttire to render his 
verfion^— but to transftife merely verbal felicities into another Language is an $i^ 
tempt fcarcely lefs fipuhlefs than to dafp the Rainbow. A kindred nothingnefiy as 
to poetic v/i/wf, enfues. There «, however, a confiderable, though not abounSng 
quantity of poetic matter, or effence in Horace ; but it bears no proportion to -tfie 
profltfion of thofe evanefcent glories, which will -not bear the grafp of another 
Language. To give that effence in increafed quantity, and in the freedom of 
uhimitative numbers, is attempted in this feleftion. 'Dryden and Pqpe tnuiflated 
upon that plan, and hence their Paraphrafes have the fpirit of original Poems. 

Ere this note clofes, its Author defires to obferve, that Painters cannot Xakt 
a firiking likenefs of a face, in whicli there is no predcminani feature^ and the 
i\)et can only make his image, or defcription, diftinft, animated, and forcible,, 
by bringing forward fome chara£teri(Uc trait of the objeA he is prefenting* 

When 

* Dacier obferves that Vmes upported oa the higbeft Trees produce Wugies of 
the moft exquifite flavor. 
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IL 

Then to the warm bank bdow. 

Yellow with the morning-ray, 
And fees his fhelter*d hives in even row. 
And hears their hum mix with the linnet's lay^ 

Recent from the cryftal fprings 

Many a vefTel pure he brings. 
In them, from all the waxen cells to drain 
The fragrant effence rich of flow*ry dale and plain. 

L 

On the river's fliady fide 

White his gathered flock appears. 
And, plunged into the flalhing tide. 

Their curled and fnowy fleece he fliears i 



When Horace fays in this Ode, ^^ How pleafing is it to fee the well-fed (heep 
*^ haftening home," the obfenation is- not pi^ure/qufy and therefore does not 
ftrongly imprefs the Imagination ; but when he adds — '^ to fee the weary Oxen 
^^ dragging f with languid neck^ the inverted Pbughjharey* he gives perhaps the mod 
poetic feature in this Ode. Had he only faid, ^^ to fee the Oxen returning 
** from their labor," his Oxen had been as much without charafter as his Sheep, 
and the fentence muft have paffed unimpreffive over the mind of the Reader. 
It is the words — dragging^ with languid neck, the inverted ploughfliare, that 
makes the fentence Poetry, and empowers it to arreft and charm the fancy. 
Had Horace always written thus, undeviating fidelity had been the beft aim of his 
Tranflator, -and the fure way of rendering him delightful in every Language. 
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But when, *mid laughing fields difFufive fpread^ 
Majeftic Autumn rears her placid head. 

Wreathed with wheaten garlands yellow. 

Bearing various fruitage mellow. 
How gkdly from the trees, that loaded f(and» 
Shakes he the ripen'd pears » engrafted by his hand jt 

II. 

Or his fwelling grapes, that vie 

With the fleece of Tyrian ftain ! 
Such precious gifts his grateful cares fupply 
To thee, Protedlor of his wide domain, 

Bounteous Sylvanus ! — ^and to thee. 

The garden's watchful Deity ; 
Beneath youf favoring power he little cares 
Who wields the Lidlor's rod, or who the fafces bears. 

I. 

In fultry noon's oppreflive tay, 

Beneath the hobne^ of ample fhade» 
His liftlefs limbs he loves to lay 

On herbage, matted in the glade j 
Hears down the fteeps the white rills dalhing play^ 
Till under the long grafs they purl away ; 
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While, on wing of fwift vibration, 

Munnuring range the honied nation^ 
And the fwcet ftock-dove, the thick boughs among. 
His dewy flumber courts with her complaining fong. 

11. 

Loud when wintry winds arife. 

And the feeble race appal. 
While o'er the earth, from dim and thickenM fldcs* 
The flaky fnows in white profuiion fall. 

Then the fylvan chafe he feeks ; — 

Lo ! furious from the thicket breaks 
The gnafhing Boar ! — Flies he, or ftands at bay. 
Into the circling toils the ftaunch dogs ^ive the prey. 

I. 

When thro* the clear, and fpat^klihg air. 

Fleet the pointed -darts of firo'ft. 
The filmy nets,* how here, noW'tfcerci 

For thievilh birids, are lightly tofs*d; 
Or, placM with fileat hectf» the wily fnatre*. 
To lure the ftranger-cmifes, and timid hares. 

Rich viands they, whofe pkafing flavor 

Crown his board, reward hi» labor. 

z % 
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In thofe convivial hours the Heart forgets 

Its vain tumultuous hopes, and all its fond regrets- 

II. 

Thefe the pleafures unalloyM, 

That brighten oft the rural fcene ; 
But, if yet dearer joys fupply the void. 
That, even there, will fometimes intervene 

When days are cold, and nights are long. 

And bufinefs goes a little wrong. 
Should an endearing faithful Wife be feen. 
With the warm light of love (he chafes gloomy fpleen. 

I. 

As the Sabine Matron chafte, 

Adive as th* Apulian Wife, 
See fhe affumes, with cheerful hafte. 

The pleafing cares of wedded life ; 
Draws the clean veftment o'er the little limbs. 
And, when the tearful eye of paflion fwims. 

With mild authority commanding, 

Repreffing ill, and good expanding. 
Anxious Ihe weeds the infant heart betimes, 
Ere ill propenfion thrive, and ripen into crimes. 



( »73 ) 

W 

Dufky grows the winter-eve. 

In hurdled cotes the flocks are pennM i 
Her veflels pure the frothing milk receive. 
As from fwell'd udders its full ilreams defcend. 

Bright the crackling faggots blaze. 

While flie ftrains the eager gaze. 
O'er the dim vale to fee her Hufband come^ 
With tirM, yet willing ftep, to his warm, happy home. 

L 

Her beating heart, and gladden'd eyes 

Perceive him ope the wicker gate; 
And fwift her bufy hand fupplics 

The flowing bowl, the Ifeaming plate; 
Her fparkling wine from their own vintage pref^M; 
From their own ftores her grateful viand drefs'd ; 
^ Lefs welcome far the proud collation, 

Cuird with painful preparation, 
When earth, and air, and feas, have been explore 
For thofc expenfive meats, that pile the Conful*s boardi 
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Not the fliell-fiih, pampering foodl 

Of Lucrine*5 izure lake the boaft j 
Nor lufcious product of the caftem flood, ''^•. ' . . 
Driven by the ftormy winds upon our coail ; 

Nor coftly birds, that hither rore 

Natives of Ionian grove. 
Can with naoi^e poignant aeft his fenfe5 itaem 
Thiui th€tlQv«4cne»ded cate$ of thi& unpurchaiM treat. 

I. 

* To his border^s gvaiidian Power 

When he fpreada the verttal feailu 
Then bleeds the kid, ia hifcky hou£. 

From the hui^^ wdf ideas 'd-f; 
Then rovitd the primal kub's fwoet fleih is feen 
The cri^p feliabilicrtis hwhage q£ tiie green 7 

And, from loaded bough* di^cchdiflg, 

Undluous olives richly bkndingr^ 
Thefe fbapm the dainties of his fdftal day, 
Wh^ eveary h^^rt e^^aands, and every fkcD-is- gay. 



* Thefeaft of Terminus, one of the rural Gods, was held on the firft of Fe- 
bruary, at which time, in thofe warm climates, thefpring is very forward. 

t The Romans fancied that the ftruggle and terror of a kid on being feized by 
the Wolf, made its flefli more tender. 
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lU 

Circled by a jocund trains 

With joy the new-fliorn Flock he heara 
Come bleating homeward o'er the ruffct plain; 
While flow, with languid neck, the weary Steers 

Th* inverted ploughfharc drag along, - 

Mindlefs of the Shepherd's fong i 
Then, round his fmiling Houfchold-Gods, furveys ' 
A numerous, menial Group, the proof of profpcrous days. 

I. 

*Twas thus, amidft his ill-got wealth. 

The Roman Ufurer juftly thought, 
Refolv'd to purchafe peace and health. 

And live, at length, as Nature taught ;. 
No more with fubtle avarice to lend, 
Oppreflive foe beneath the name of friend ! ■ 

Now grafping views, for once, rejc<£lcd. 

He on the * Ides his fums coUedled, 
But on the -f Calends, lo ! with anxioiis pain. 
On the fame interefl vafl, he fends thcra forth againi 

* Ides, the middle of a month* 

t Cakiids, the beginnii^ of the nest mcoth* 
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II. 

Thus can luft of gold controul, 

Tho* the Heart urge a wifer choice, 
By force of habit lord it o'er the Soul, 
And ftifle^'en Conviction's powerful voice. 

See, with fighs the Mifer yield 

The promised joys of wood, and field; 
Againft experienced difappointment, try 
With Gold to purchafe that^ which Gold can never buy ! 



TO NEAERA. 

BOOK THE HFTH, EPODE THE nFTEENTH. 

^T was night — ^the moon, upon her fapphire throne^ 
High o*er the waning ftars ferenely (hone, 
-When thou, falfe Nymph, determinM to prophane 
Them, and each Power that rules the earth, and main. 
As thy foft, fnowy arms about me twin'd, 
Clofe as round oaks the clafping ivies wind, 
•Swore, while the gaunt wolf Ihall infeft the lea. 
And red Orion vex *he wintry fea, 
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While gales fliall fan Apollo's floating locks^ 
That ihed their golden light o'er hills and rocks* 
So long thy breaft (hould bum with pureft fires > 
With mutual hopes ^ and with unchanged defires* 

Perjur'd Neaera! thoii Ihalt one day prove 
The worth, the vengeance of my flighted love ; 
For O ! if Manhood fteels, if Honor warms, 
Horace Ihall fly, fliall (torn thy faithlefs charms ; 
Seek fome bright Maid, whofe foul for him fliall glow, 
Nor art, nor pride, nor wandering willies know. 

Then fliould*fl: thdu krtguifti, (igh, ai^ weep oftcc more. 
And with new vows his injured he«t implore, 
Nor fighs, nor Vows, nor tears fliall he regard 
Cold as the fnow and as the marble hard. 

And THOU, triumphant Youth, fo gay, fo vain. 
Proud of my fate, exulting in my pain, 
Tho' on thy hilk the plenteous Herd fliould feed. 
And rich Padolus roll along thy fticaci ; 
For thee tho' Science ope the varied ftore. 
And Beauty on thy form its graces pouf ^ 

A A 
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Ere long flialt thou, while wrongs like thefe degrade. 
Droop with my woes, and with my rage upbraid; 
See on a RivaPs brow thy garlands worn. 
And, with her falfehood, bear my jocund fcom. 



TO THE ROMAN PEOPLE, 

ON THEIR RENEWING THE CIVIL WARS. 
BOOK THE FIFTH, ODE THE SEVENTH. 

Where do ye rufli, ye impious Trains, 
Why gleams afar the late-fheath*d fword ? 

Is it believ'd that Roman veins 

Their crimfon tides \s3iS^f purely pour'd ? 

Is not our fcorn of fafety, health, and eafe. 

Shewn by devafted climes, and blood-ftain'd feas ? 

Thofe fcowling brows, thofe lifted fpears. 
Bend they againft the threatening towers 

Proud Carthage emuloufly rears ? 

Or Britain's ftiU unconquer'd fhores ? 

That her fierce Sons, yet free from hoftile fway. 

May pafs in chains along our Sacred Way ? 
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No ! — but that warring Parthia*s ciirfc 
May quickly blaft thefe far-fomed Walls ; 

Accompli^yd when, with direful force. 
By her owft ftrength the City falls ; 

When Foes no more her might rcfiillefs feel. 

But Roman bofoms bleed by Roman fteel. 

O ! worfe than Wolves, or Lions fierce, 
Who ne'er, like you, affault their kind ! 

By what wild phrenzy would ye pierce 
Each other's breaft in fury blind ? — 

Silent, and pale ye ftand, with confcious fighs. 

Your ftruck foul louring in your down-caft eyes I 

The blood our rifing walls that ftain'd. 

Shed by the * ruthlefs Fratricide, 
High Heaven's avenging power ordain'J 

Should fpread the rage of difcord wide. 
Bid kindred Blood in dread profufion flow 
Thro' darken'd years of expiatory woe. 



* Romulus, who killed his Brother Remus, for ridiculing his Wall by leapmg 
over it. 
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